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CHAPTER I 

The train was speeding on its way rapidly enough 
for a Continental locomotive, and I once again sank 
back amongst the cushions; my eyes dazzled and 
aching after bravely striving for an hoar to master 
the contents of a closely printed German book. I 
did not know very much about the language. I had 
learned it at school, but I am afraid we girls teazed 
and made too much of the kind little German 
master to have benefited greatly by his instruction. 

' Tired of study already ? ' inquired a kind voice, 
playfully. 

I looked up and saw the eyes of my dear old 
friend and solicitor, fixed quizically on my face. 
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'The letters puzzle me so. I seem to have for- 
gotten all about it/ replied I, dismally. 

' At my age, I might say that I had forgotten ; 
but you are so young, you have scarcely begun to 
learn* 

'No; that is it, I suppose. But if my cousins 
cannot speak English, I must set to work in good 
earnest and learn their dreadful language. What 
an extraordinary thing it seems to have relations 
who cannot understand one's native tongue. I am 
quite sure they are horrid/ added I, sotte voce. 

' Hush ! little one. It is too soon yet to form an 
opinion/ said my friend, in a gravely reproving 
tone, then suddenly inquired, 

' What age are you ? ' 

' Sixteen.' 

He sighed, and I heard him murmur, ' So young. 
I hope that I am doing right.' 

I leaned forward, and taking the kind old 
lawyer's hand in mine, said softly, 

' Oh, yes ; do not doubt it. If I lost your ap- 
probation I should die. I have no father, no 
mother, no relations that I know of except these 
Germans whom I have never seen. And you who 
have been more than a father to me, surely would 
not rob me of the pleasure of knowing that you 
uphold me in the step I am taking.' 
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Poor little Nell ! I fear you have a life of 
misery before you/ he replied, passing his hand 
across his forehead, then added more cheerily, 
' But enough of the dismals for to-day. Collect 
your traps, Nelly; in five minutes we shall be 
in the station/ 

Saying which, my companion rose up and took 
from the rack above me my little reticule and 
hat, both of which he deposited on the seat beside 
me. I flung off the cozy warm rug with which 
my kind friend had enveloped me, in order to 
arrange my hat, when, to my horror, I found the 
hairpins had fallen from my hair, and, to make 
matters worse, some of them had slipped in 
between the crevice of the cushions. 

' What am I to do ? ' I inquired, laughing, as 
I turned to my companion. 

He raised his eyebrows comically, and, taking 
out his penknife, came to my relief by fishing 
up two or three. 

' Thank you : how clever you are to think of 
that/ I said. ' Three are enough/ 

Then I turned to the window, and tried in vain 
to make a looking-glass of it. For the second 
time my dear old friend came to my aid by 
producing a tiny pocket mirror, which he quietly 
handed me with a suppressed smile. 
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"Thanks again/ I said, 'I did not think you 
were so vain as to carry looking-glasses about 
with you — all the same I am glad you had it this 
time/ 

I smoothed down my refractory curly hair, 
looked with disgust at my turned up nose, placed 
my hat straight on my head, brushed some specks 
of dust off my crape, and pronounced myself ready. 

'That is right. Have you your gloves?' in- 
quired my companion, who had been quietly 
watching my impatient movements. I sought in 
my reticule and pocket; under the seat and on 
the seat, but nowhere could I see them. At last 
I observed the fingers of one peeping out from 
under the foot warmer. Seeing my glance directed 
towards it, the lawyer stooped and dragged it 
forth, its companion he found not far off. Watch- 
ing me as I began hastily to encase my hands in 
them, he leaned suddenly forward, and, with a 
quick movement, plucked one from my grasp. 
Uttering an exclamation of surprise, I looked up, 
our eyes met. For an instant I felt myself spell- 
bound, then, covering my face with my hands, 
sobbed convulsively. 

' Come, Nelly ; I did not intend to frighten you 
so dreadfully/ he said, pressing my arm, and 
placing the glove on my knee. 'Forgive me, 
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little one, and cheer tip. I cannot continue now, 
you seem in a very nervous state of mind. Besides 
the train will stop in an instant, and I do not 
want you to make your entree in Aix-la-Chapeile 
with swollen eyes and a red nose/ 

As my companion finished speaking, a few 
ominous jerks warned us the engine was slacken- 
ing speed, and, in another instant, we entered the 
station. Once on the platform, a couple of porters 
came to our assistance. One of them spoke French, 
much to my friends relief, who, I think, knew 
about as much German as I did. 

After the usual little vexatious worries were 
over, always attendant upon a stranger's arrival in 
a foreign place, we found ourselves, after about a 
ten minutes' drive, installed in a comfortable hotel, 
opposite the Water Establishment, which I after- 
wards learned was named the ffliesen-bi*unnen 

m 

It was early in the year when we arrived, only 
the end of January. The snow was thick upon the 
ground, but notwithstanding, the atmosphere felt 
wonderfully mild and warm. A bright sun shone 
overhead, and I could have been almost happy had 
it not been that I felt an oppressive weight at 
my heart, and a desponding feeling of loneliness 
from which I found it impossible to free myself. 
I stood for a long time at the window, listening to 
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the confused murmur of voices below me in the 
street, speaking in a language that I could neither 
understand nor appreciate. Some little distance 
from the hotel, on the opposite side of the road 
were ranged several vehicles ready for hire, 
beyond them again was the covered entrance 
to the Eliesen-brunnen, which formed a kind 
of long verandah, where, at that moment, several 
invalids were marching up and down at an astonish- 
ingly quick pace, as though they had laid a wager 
and were anxious to emulate the pedestrian feats of 
Mr Weston. 

I turned away from the window feeling rather 
low spirited ; and no wonder, for I was troubled 
in my mind. My mother died when I was very 
young. I could not remember her. My years of 
childhood were passed at schools, with occasional 
holidays which I invariably spent at the house of 
my dear old friend, playing with his children and 
learning to love him as a father. My then only 
surviving parent I rarely saw. When I did, he 
was generally morose and taciturn. It was in con- 
sequence of his death, which occurred about three 
months before my journey to Aix-la-Chapelle, 
that I was on my way to stay with my foreign 
cousins. 

Those few days previous to my father's decease 
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were days of unmitigated misery for me. The 
sudden summons from school, the hurried journey 
and stormy interview with my father. He — my 
father — whom I ought to have loved and respected, 
pushed his will and parental authority so far in a 
matter that I considered concerned myself alone, 
that I flew into the fiercest rage and most un- 
governable passion. Oh, horror ! It drives me mad 
to think of it. He sat up in the bed, and would 
have cursed me, his only child. Oh, what misery i 
what a fearful moment! I flung myself on my 
knees by his couch, and promising to obey him 
succumbed to the inevitable. To think of it, 
that day, as I turned from the window in the 
hotel, was more than I could bear; the horror of 
the recollection filled me with a wild despair 
beyond control. I felt if I did not succeed in 
driving these thoughts from my mind, I should be 
deprived of reason, so I determined to dwell on 
them no longer, and, turning once again to the 
window, I threw it open and leaned forward, in 
order to feel the cool fresh breeze on my heated 
brow, and fixed my thoughts on the future. 

I was rich, I knew that : but did not know or 
care to know the amount. My kind old friend 
and lawyer, Mr Berrington, told me that I was 
independent of everyone, and whenever I sent 
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to him for money he would supply me with it. 
More than that I did not trouble to ascertain. 
My father, I knew always, lived in the style of 
a man who possessed a large income, and after 
his death, when Mr Berrington told me that I 
inherited my father's estates, the information fell 
upon an ear deadened with pain, and a mind 
oppressed with woe. All I wanted at that mo- 
ment was to forget my suffering, and, seek in 
foreign countries, and amongst new friends the 
peace of mind I knew I should never find in 
England. I had already succeeded to a greater 
extent than I could have hoped. It was only 
occasionally that I felt depressed and ill at ease. 
Mr Berrington had even said two or three times 
lately that my nez retroustf was as saucy as ever. 
Why should my nose turn up ? What a dreadful 
defect! I used to pinch it between my fingers 
and draw it down whenever I found a convenient 
opportunity. I had had serious thoughts of 
buying a nose machine. I had read in the paper 
of some one who had invented such a thing, and 
he declared it would entirely change the shape 
of an ugly nose, if worn, I think, for an hour 
every day. I told Mr Berrington I wished to 
procure one, but he only laughingly pinched my 
cheek, and said, I was vanity personified. 
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' Well, Nelly ; what do you think of Aachen?' de- 
manded my old friend cheerfully, the following day. 

1 Aachen ! ' I repeated. ' What is that ? ' 

'Why, this, salubrious, healthy, warm, cold water- 
drinking, bath taking, and fashionable resort, to be 
sure. In other words, Aix-la-Chapelle/ 

' Why do you call it Aachen ? ' I asked. 

' Because a gentleman in the coffee-room a few 
minutes since addressed me in the purest North 
German, (at least I suppose so, as I could not under- 
stand a word), asking me if I liked Aachen, 
However, afterwards, he was kind enough to speak 
in French, and substituted the name by which I 
have always known the town/ 

' I think I shall like it very much/ replied I, ' It 
seems rather lively for the time of year. But I 
wish there were not quite so many people wearing 
respirators, it has rather a depressing effect.' 

Mr Berrington smiled, and asked me if I would 
go on a voyage of discovery with him to find the 
English church. 

' One scarcely knows Sunday from any other day 
in these foreign places/ he added. 

'Surely I hear a military band playing/ I ex- 
claimed. 

'You are quite right, my dear/ replied my 
companion, ' one has just commenced opposite 
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the theatre. Look/ continued he, attracting my 
attention towards the street, ' how the people are 
flocking there to promenade up and down.' 

' What a gay scene/ I cried, running quickly 
towards the door, in order to fetch my hat. ' It's 
not in the least like Sunday. I must make haste 
or the band will be over/ 

The old lawyer shook his finger at me, as I 
turned, in the doorway, to say the last few words. 

' But how about the church, Nelly ? ' he inquired. 

My face fell, and Mr Berrington laughed quietly 
— I suppose at seeing my discomfited air. 

' Oh, of course we must go to church/ I said, as 
soon as I recollected myself. Then running back 
towards him, I took his hand saying, 

'Oh, do forgive me, for being so silly and im- 
pulsive, but this is all so new to me, I cannot help 
it/ 

'Run away, child, and get your hat/ was the 
response. 

I stayed for a moment looking out from the 
window by which we were standing and gazed 
meditatively into the street. Suddenly I clutched 
the arm of my old friend and demanded in a hoarse 
whisper. 

' Who is that ? Who is he ? ' at the same time 
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attracting his attention to the back of a well-dressed, 
distinguished looking man. 

"My dear, what is the matter? I do not see 
anyone in particular/ replied Mr Berrington, throw- 
ing open the window to gain a better view. 

' It is he!' 

1 Nonsense, Nelly. It is not at all possible. He 
could not know you are in Aix-la-Chapelle. I do 
not see anyone that resembles him. Rid yourself 
of that foolish notion you have, that you are 
followed everywhere by your bite noire! 

* I do not know anything about bite noire ; but 
I feel positive it was he I saw, a moment since, 
down there amongst the people.' 

' If it were he, it is not likely he could be so soon 
lost sight of/ 

' Nothing could be easier in such a crowd/ 1 re- 
plied. ' Wait a moment, please, I will soon convince 
you. I will put on my hat and a thick veil, and 
we will go and look for him together/ 

I trembled excessively, and found it difficult to 
control my voice ; but lest my old friend, who had 
always been so kind to me, should think I was un- 
warrantably foolish and nervous, I exerted all my 
self-control, and walked quietly across the room. 
My exuberance of spirits had vanished, and the 
usual leaden feeling at my heart had returned with 
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redoubled force. ' Why was I thus persecuted ? ' I 
asked myself. 'Was I ever to be thus followed 
about and made miserable? To be thus always 
reminded of my unfortunate lot ? ' 

I quickly arrayed myself and returned to Mr 
Berrington's side. 

1 Oh, do make haste ! ' I exclaimed, impatiently. 
' If we are not quick he will be gone, and you will 
never believe that I have seen him.' 

We were soon in the street amongst the people. 
I took my old friend's arm, and dragged him hither 
and thither with feverish impatience. At the same 
time I tried to be cautious, for I did not wish to be 
recognised. Soon we were close to the band, the 
instruments were braying in our ears. Although I 
heard them, I gave no heed to a single note. My 
head seemed on fire, my lips dry and parched. I 
knew I had a scared, frightened expression on my 
face, and felt thankful for the thick veil which 
covered it so effectually. We hurried along, I 
scarcely knew whither — first here and then there ; 
but not a trace of my persecutor could I see. Mr 
Berrington stopped me at length, breathless from 
exhaustion. 

'Come, Nelly; this is quite enough/ he said, 
panting spasmodically. 'You-^-you surely cannot 
—cannot expect me — at my age to follow a will- 
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o'-the-wisp, at the rate of ten miles an hour. You 
must be satisfied now, I think, that you have been 
mistaken/ 

' Do forgive me, I forgot/ answered I. ' But I 
am convinced I was not mistaken/ 

I began to feel more calm, however, and readily 
acquiesced in my companion's desire to attend the 
English service. 

' But, perhaps it is too late. It surely must be 
twelve o'clock/ I remarked. 

'We shall not be in very good time. It com- 
mences at twelve, however, which allows time for 
the Germans to have their service first/ 

As we spoke we found ourselves at the church 
door. A woman, who appeared to be the pew- 
opener, was standing there. Mr Berrington stopped 
uncertain in what language to address her, so I 
came to the rescue, and began a sentence in the 
vilest German, I was certain. To our astonish- 
ment the woman drew herself up to her full height, 
and said, in the most dignified manner possible, 

' 1 am English.' 

Of course, after such a rebuff as that, there was 
nothing for it, but to ask her most humbly in our 
native tongue, whether the English service was held 
there. 

' It has just commenced/ replied the pew-opener, 
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as she led us through a couple of doors and a vesti- 
bule before we reached that part of the edifice 
devoted to sacred worship. As she politely held 
open the door for us to enter, for the second time 
that day, I shuddered at the sight of a broad pair 
of shoulders, and the back of a closely cut head of 
dark hair. I flatly refused to proceed and gazed 
with horror-stricken face at the individual, who, I 
could see was paying no heed to the service, but 
was moving his head about in all directions, in order 
to gain a good view of the different members in the 
congregation. 

' Is the young lady ill ? * I heard the pew- opener 
inquire as she looked at me in astonishment. 
' Stay, I will fetch her a glass of water.' She 
softly shut the door and walked quickly away. 

I re-opened it with difficulty, for it was heavy 
and I felt destitute of strength. , 

' Look, perhaps you will believe me now,' I 
whispered, hoarsely, as I directed Mr Berrington's 
attention to the restless figure in front of us 
moving uneasily in his seat. 

'Let me enter. I must make certain/ replied 
my friend, pushing the door wider open. 

' Not for worlds/ I cried out in my agitation, 
pulling the lawyer's arm. ' Oh, heavens ! he looks 
round ; we shall be discovered/ 



ONLY A GIRL 15 

Before the sentence was finished I had quickly 
closed the door, and ran hurriedly towards the 
porch. Mr Berrington followed me. Pew-opener, 
water, everything was forgotten in my desire to 
quit the building without further delay. 



CHAPTER II 

' I believe it to be he/ remarked my old friend, 
as we gained the street. 

' I am sure of it. Come quickly, Mr Berrington, 
I implore/ replied I, excitedly, taking his arm, 
and drawing him once more in bewildering haste 
through the streets. 

When we reached the hotel, I sank into a chair 

» 

and gave way to a flood of tears. Controlling 
myself at last with an effort, I looked up at the 
lawyer, exclaiming, 

' Thank goodness he did not see us ! ' 
' No ; it was fortunate under the circumstances/ 
replied my friend, gravely. 'He will only stay 
a day or two, I suppose, when he thinks he has 
satisfied himself that you are not here/ 
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'Oh, horror!' I exclaimed, shuddering, 'What 
would have become of me if he had seen us ? ' 

'Poor little Nelly. But I very much doubt if 
I am doing right. Remember you are bound to 
obey him/ 

' Never, never, never/ I almost shrieked, starting 
from my chair. ' He tried to kill me. Have you 
forgotten that ? ' 

' Hush x Nelly ! It may have been only your idea. 
You cannot prove it/ 

' No, it cannot be proved* replied I, bitterly. ' But 
— he pushed me in the lake, and went away, not 
caring whether I lived or died. 

'And I should have died too, I verily believe, for 
I was quite exhausted when you came accidentally 
to my rescue/ 

I shuddered at the thought, and flung myself 
on the sofa, hiding my face in the pillow. Mr 
Berrington crossed the room, and laying his hand 
on my shoulder, said in a remonstrating tone — 

' Do try and calm yourself, Nelly. It cannot aid 
you to give way to such excessive grief. I know 
your trouble is very hard to bear. I do not like 
the man myself. He is hard, selfish, and cruel, I 
am sure of that. I will try and get you a separa- 
tion if I can ; and, for the present, will help you 

to forget you are his wife' 

B 



i8 ONLY A GIRL 

'His wife, O heavens!' I moaned, writhing in 
mental agony on the sofa. 

' I scarcely know whether I am doing right in 
giving you this advice/ continued Mr Berrington. 
' But, if you feel such unconquerable aversion 
towards him, and, really believe he has essayed to 
take your life, I should not have the heart to leave 
you to his mercy. Your father thought, I suppose, 
he was doing the kindest thing he could for you, 
in providing you with a protector after his decease. 
How I pitied you, poor child, that day by his bed- 
side. Your pale, horror-stricken face, when he 
pressed you to accept that cold heartless man of 
fashion for your husband, ought to have melted 
his heart to pity. 

'Sometimes I think that the pain your father 
suffered in those last moments must have partially 
deprived him of reason. For I saw that he was in 
fearful bodily agony when he rose in his bed, 
and would have cursed his only child, had she not 
fallen in mortal terror at his feet, and with a half- 
stifled promise to obey him/ 

' What a fearful moment it was ! ' I exclaimed, 
starting from the sofa, and pacing the room excitedly. 
* Shall I ever forget it ? I never thought that my 
fate was so soon to be sealed, after the promise 
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I had given — wrung from me, I should rather say, 
at a moment of terror and despair.' 

' Poor child, yon never knew the clergyman was 
in the adjoining room, awaiting the sound of your 
father's voice to call him forth to perform the 
ceremony. Sir Richard Hardinge, the expectant 
bridegroom, was already in the chamber.' 

'Yes,' I burst out, speaking thick and fast, 'never 
shall I forget the glitter of suppressed triumph in 
his eyes, as, on the entrance of the clergyman, he 
turned from the window, and for a second I encoun- 
tered his gaze. A cold shudder shook my frame at 
that moment, leaving a chill at my heart, which I 
have carried with me ever since. I always hated 
him,' continued I, furiously, 'always. Before then I 
had not seen him more than half-a-dozen times; but 
on each occasion the cold gleam of his eyes made me 
shiver from fright, and I could scarcely control the 
impulse to flee from his presence. Hateful man! 
Cruel, heartless, unfeeling brute ! Heaven ! He, my 
husband. To think of it almost deprives me of 
reason.' 

' My poor child, do try and calm yourself/ said 
my dear, kind, old friend, in soothing tones. ' He 
shall not have you while I am near. For, to tell 
you the truth, my dear, an unpleasant one, perhaps, 
but still none the less the truth, I rather more than 
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half-suspect he prefers your money to your sweet 
little self. Good God! it surely cannot be possible! 
suddenly exclaimed Mr Berrington, starting from 
his chair. 

' What ? I beseech you tell me what is the 
matter/ I entreated, holding out my hands towards 
him. 

' Child/ said he, taking my outstretched fingers 
and pressing them between his own, ' your father 
left his estates to him — your husband — Sir Richard 
Hardinge — unconditionally, in the event of your 
decease without issue. What a fearful thought has 
come into my head/ continued Mr Berrington, 
releasing my fingers, and running his hand through 
his hair impatiently. ' No ; he could not be so vile 
— impossible. He is a man of the world, and would 
not be likely to incur such a risk, if nothing else 
deterred him/ 

' Risk of what ? ' I inquired. 

'You say he pushed you into the lake, Nelly/ 
continued the lawyer, disregarding my question. 
' Tell me the exact circumstances of the case, for 
hitherto, I frankly tell you, I have considered your 
account of the affair as the effect of a too vivid 
imagination on an excited and over-taxed brain. 
Because when I made inquiries of Sir Richard, 
he told me that he had certainly been in the park 
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that afternoon, but had not been near the water, 
neither had he seen you since the morning he was 
united to you in your father's chamber/ Mr Ber- 
rington paused, and looked me steadily in the face. 

' What more can I say ? ' I queried, impatiently. 
' It is true enough I had not seen him since that 
wretched morning. Papa died in the afternoon of 
the same day that I was bound to that hateful 
brute. Sir Richard called at the house several 
times, but I gave strict orders no one was to be ad- 
mitted. Once he sent me a note, informing me that, 
if he chose, he could force an entry ; but that, as he 
did not wish to win me by such means, he would 
wait patiently till I thought fit to afford him an 
interview.' 

' How was it you came across him in the park, 
Nelly?' 

'After three or four days' confinement, I felt 
oppressed by the dreary stillness of the house, and 
went into the grounds to breathe a little fresh air. 
I had not gone very far before I saw the wretch 
approaching, with an easy jaunty air, altogether as 
if the place belonged to him already. But he was 
some distance off, and I hoped he had not observed 
me, so I turned into the avenue which led to the 
lake.' 

'What is the matter?' inquired Mr Berrington, 
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as I stopped suddenly, and buried my face in the 
sofa cushion. 

' Matter !' I echoed, raising my head angrily. 
' Do you still think it only the delusion of an over- 
wrought brain that you ask me what the matter 
is ? Sir Richard Hardinge — my husband — Oh, 
yes, my husband came upon me suddenly, and 
with a steely glitter in his eye, told me he was 
tired of being played with like a child, and that the 
day after to-morrow, when the funeral should be 
over, he intended to start for Switzerland, and 
expected me to accompany him. I flew into the 
most violent rage, I know it was ridiculous, but 
I could not help it. I screamed out " Never, never, 
never !" We had a severe altercation. I told him I 
had married him to please my father, but that was 
all I had promised to do, upon which the horrid 
brute came close to me and attempted to take my 
hand. We were on the margin of the lake, and 
the more I resisted, the more he persisted, till I 
was quite worn out with the struggle. At last I 
cried out that I would rather jump into the water 
than that he should put his arm round me. He 
had also worked himself into a fearful passion. 
His face was blanched and when I said I would 
jump into the lake he uttered a fearful oath, and 
flinging me from him muttered "Jump in then." 
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After that I remember no more except that he 
turned away, and never appeared to look round, 
until I saw your dear kind face close beside me in 
the boat.' 

' Yes, I came upon the lake quite by chance, and 
my horror at seeing you in it was terrific. I 
immediately unloosed the boat and went to your 
assistance. Poor child, you were almost in a faint- 
ing condition/ 

'I found it very hard work to keep afloat, 
fettered as I was with a thick dress heavily 
trimmed with crape/ continued I. ' What a brute 
he was never once to look round. But I don't 
think I uttered a cry/ 

c Villain ! ' exclaimed Mr Berrington, ' such a 
wretch ought to be swept off the face of the globe. 
But how is one to prove it ? ' 

' He is a wretch, indeed/ I shuddered. ' I believe 
he would stop at [no crime, if he thought it would 
advance his interests/ 

'It is strange such a child as you are should 
have seen so clearly from the first into the depths 
of the man's black soul. For his appearance 
is handsome and attractive enough to most young 
girls, I should say. He cannot be more than eight 
and twenty/ 

I shuddered involuntarily. 
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'Ah!' he sighed. 'A wife, and not a wife. 
You cannot look forward to much happiness in 
life, Nelly. Your position will be a most trying 
one for you/ 

' I shall endeavour to forget the last three 
months of my life/ I replied 'and try and look 
at things more cheerfully. Perhaps then my 
bite noire as you call him, will, in course of 
time, really become, " the fancy of an over- wrought 
brain. ,,, 

After the above conversation we stayed several 
weeks in Aachen. We contrived to enjoy our- 
selves very well, for Sir Richard Hardinge had 
quite disappeared off the scene. I had never 
seen him or anyone resembling him since that 
wretched Sunday morning. Certainly we had 
never again attended, or essayed to attend the 
English service. We had promenaded the princi- 
pal strassen (street) over and over again. Whenever 
the band played in the Theater Platz we always 
went, besides attending the evening concerts; 
drinking milk in the Molkerei, in the garden of 
which were little tables and settles, and taking 
our afternoon coffee in the Restauration on the 
Louisberg. We went to everything that was 
yrorth seeing in the place, but nowhere did I 
again come across the vile man to whom I was 
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bound for life, unless my dear friend, Mr Ber- 
rington, should be clever enough to find the means 
of separating us. This glimpse of Continental 
life was all so new and strange to me. I never 
tired of walking or driving through the strasaea, 
gazing with curiosity at the queer little carts 
dragged along by one or two large dogs, looking 
with admiration at the soldier like appearance 
of both officers and men as they passed us con- 
tinually, and generally in full uniform. I even 
read the curious unpronounceable looking German 
names over the shop doors with great wonder 
and delight, although owing to the town being 
situated so near the French frontier, I noticed a 
number of names and callings belonging exclusively 
to the latter nation. I had been told that as one 
entered Aix-la-Chapelle at one end it was French, 
and on leaving it at the other it was German. The 
invalids still promenaded the covered terrace of the 
Eliesen-Brunnen. I once tasted the water there, 
but not requiring it for my health, did not attempt 
it again. I found the sulphur taste extremely un- 
palatable. 

The weeks glided on, and we still remained in 
Aachen, till Mr Berrington said he really could not 
give himself a much longer holiday, but must soon 
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return to London. My spirits, which had recovered 
their old elasticity, fell at hearing the news. 

'I can only stay a few days longer, Nelly/ he 
said one morning, ' so 1 must contrive some means 
for you to join your friends, or rather relations.' 

' Oh ! how dreadful ! ' I cried, clinging to him. 
' It will break my heart to part from you/ 

' Cheer up, Nelly, I will come over and see you 
sometimes/ replied my friend, soothingly. 

'I shall feel so lonely/ I sobbed. 'My uncle 
has been dead some years, and my aunt, who is 
a German, will not care much about me/ 

' I have always heard these Germans are very 
kind hospitable people/ 

'You will come with me, will you not, dear 
Mr Berrington ? ' I inquired, looking up at him 
with tear-stained cheeks. 

'Certainly. I should like to see the kind of 
relations with whom I shall be forced to leave 
my little Nelly. Now, dry your eyes, and don't 
make your nose red/ continued he, laughing, and 
pinching my chin. 

The next instant a Kellner (waiter) entered with 
two or three letters for my companion. 

' Hoho, Nelly ! A letter from your aunt. Half- 
English and half -German as usual. Very difficult 
to understand. As far as I can make out she 
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seems to think we ate a long time on the road.* 
said Mr Berrington, after he had opened the first 
letter and examined it attentively for some time. 
'She says, too, if I read it aright,' he continued, 
'that a Vetter of hers (I suppose she means a 
cousin), will be in Aachen for the CarnavaL Why 
can she not spell it Car-ni-val, like any other 
Christian ? Oh, dear me ! Confound it ! ' ex- 
claimed the old lawyer at last, throwing the 
letter impatiently down upon the table, 'What 
does she mean ? She says her Vetter will begleiten 
the kind. Look in the dictionary for it, Nelly, if 
you can't make it out/ 

I took up the despised note, and after looking at 
it critically for a few minutes, said, 

' I expect she means her cousin will escort the 
child ? The child I suppose is Nelly Courteney/ 

' Or rather/ suggested Mr Berrington, ' Lady 
Hardinge/ 

' No, no/ I cried. € Do not remind me of that. 
They do not know it, my German relations, and I 
shall never tell them/ 

' Then Nelly, you must take off that ring you 
wear. It will tell tales. I was going to remind 
you of it, that day in the train, but you were in too 
excited a state/ 

'Only too willingly/ I replied, 'I detest the 
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hateful badge of my bondage. I would have done 
it before, but feared you would not approve of it/ 

' I do not approve of it now. But if you are 
resolved on concealing your whereabouts from your 
husband for a time, you must do it systematically. 
Wearing a wedding ring would give rise to 
numerous questions, you would find it very difficult 
to answer. If Sir Richard Hardinge is such a 
villain as I believe him to be, I have no wish that 
my little Nelly should be subjected to his evil 
influence. It is the man and not the lawyer who 
speaks now Nelly.' 

'My dear kind generous friend/ I said, laying 
my hand on his arm. ' You are always so good to 
me. I have thought of something else. As I am 
going to live abroad for some time, I might quite 
elude that wretch's vigilance if I dropped the name 
of Courteney, and keep only Lyle. It was my 
mother's, and I don't believe Sir Richard ever knew 
I had any other Christian name than Nelly, or as 
my father always called me— Ellen.' 

While I was saying this Mr Berrington looked 
very grave, and at last shaking his head, said it 
could not be done. 

' It savours too much of deception,' he remarked. 

'But I want to deceive him,' I persisted. 'You 
cannot think how much happier I should feel if I 
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thought myself safely hidden from the search he is 
evidently making for me.' 

' But what will your relations in say at the 

suppression of your family name?' inquired the 
lawyer uneasily. ' I do not like it, Nelly. You do 
not know into what trouble such a course might 
lead you.' 

' Oh, tell them I hate the name of Courteney, and 
so I do. Say too, that I want to forget my past 
life, because I have been so unhappy, and that I am 
coming to them to try and learn to be gay and 
merry. Do say this, or let me. Do, do, do ; there's 
a dear, kind old friend/ I implored. ' It will make 
me almost happy, if I think I have a chance of 
escaping the brute.' 

' Do as you will,' sighed Mr Berrington. • I sup- 
pose after all, it is only carrying out the scheme 
systematically.' 



CHAPTER III 

' I suppose this Vetter of your aunt's will be here 
to-day, Nelly/ remarked Mr Berrington, the next 
morning. 'She said he would be here for the carni- 
val, did she not ? It will begin to-morrow. What is 
his name, I forget ? ' continued he, taking the letter 
from his pocket, and casting his eye rapidly over it. 
' Oh, here it is, Edels-t-e-i-n ; yes, Major von Edel- 
stein. Don't forget it, Nelly. I never can remember 
their confounded crack-jaw names. Of course your 
aunt and cousins have the name of Courteney. 
Your uncle fell in love with a little German girl on 
one of his visits to the Vaterland, did he not ? ' 

' Yes, I believe so, but I don't know much about 
it,' I replied, ' but their name is Ashton, not 



ONLY A GIRL 31 

Courteney, as my uncle was only my father's 
half-brother/ 

While I was speaking a fly drove up to the 
hotel, and stopped before the entrance. 

'Perhaps this is he/ I said to Mr Berrington, 
who joined me at the window. 

' Possibly/ he replied, as we saw a white but 
muscular-looking hand protrude itself to open the 
door of the conveyance. There evidently was 
something the matter with the fastening, for the 
next instant the white hand, with its signet ring 
on the little finger, and immaculate wristband, was 
drawn back, and a head appeared, covered with a 
low-crowned black hat, which prevented me seeing 
more than the end of a military iron-gray mous- 
tache. He said something to the driver that I 
did not understand, and descended from the 
opposite door. The next instant I beheld an 
aristocratic, youthful-looking figure coming round 
in front of the horse. 

' That surely cannot be the same/ I murmured, 
finding it difficult to reconcile the upright martial 
deportment and quick easy gait, with the iron-gray 
moustache I had seen but a moment before at the 
carriage window. ' Yes, it is the same/ I said, as, 
after paying the man, the new arrival turned 
towards the hotel. I could see him distinctly, 
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for he saluted some ladies who were about to enter 
the hall of our establishment. As he bowed low, 
and stood with his hat off to allow them to pass, I 
had ample leisure to note the graceful bend of the 
aristocratic head, with its closely cut dark hair 
plentifully sprinkled with gray. My idea of a 
German had been the very opposite of the man I 
saw below me on the pavement, so I was*&greeably 
surprised. He entered the hotel, and in a few 
moments a Kellner brought in a card, on which was 
engraved the name of Major von Edelstein. Mr 
Berrington ordered him to be admitted, saying, in 
an undertone, to me — 

' Now, Nelly, who's to speak the German ? I 
cannot remember a word, and if you are in the 
same position we shall make a pretty fist of it/ 

The man I had seen bowing low to the ladies in 
front of the hotel, entered. There ensued a 
second's silence, but the next instant the stranger 
advanced, and bending his head to the lawyer, 
said, ' Have I the pleasure of speaking to Mr 
Berrington?' My friend was so delighted at 
finding the Major could speak his language, forgot 
to reply, but straightway held out his hand. Then 
turning to me, said, laughing, 'This is the kind 
(child), Major Von Edelstein, that Mrs Ashton said 
you would be so kind as to escort to Wilhelmsdorf . 
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The officer bowed courteously, saying, 'Yes, we 
all thought her only about thirteen or fourteen, but 
still Fraulein, if you will allow me to say so, I 
do not think you can very much exceed that age. 

' I am sixteen past/ I replied, with dignity. 

'Very aged, truly/ he said, looking at me 
amusedly as he stroked his dark moustache. He had 
luncheon with us that day, and in the afternoon we 
three drove to the Restauration, at the Louisberg, 
to take our afternoon coffee. When we arrived at 
the place Major von Edelstein proposed that we 
should go to the top of the hill as the day was so 
clear, and we could obtain a good view of the 
surrounding country. The ascent was easy, steps 
having been made in the side of the hill. % As 
we mounted I caught myself often looking with 
admiration at the lithe and easy movements of 
the noble form of our new acquaintance. He never 
noticed me, scarcely even looked at me as I walked 
soberly along by Mr Berrington's side. 

As we gained the summit I was a little in 

advance of the two, when to my horror I espied 

the form of Sir Richard Hardinge. He saw me, I 

was sure of it, as I darted suddenly back, clutching 

Mr Berrington by the arm, and dragging him down 

the path towards the Restauration. 

' It was he — the bite noire — the brute, ' I 

c 
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whispered excitedly, 'but do not tell Von 
Edelstein.' 

* Could he have seen you*?' inquired Mr 
Berrington. 

'Yes, I am sure he did. Come, make haste/ 
I replied darting towards the vehicle that had 
brought us to the place. 

' We must'wait for Edelstein,' said my friend. 

Presently we saw that gentleman walking to- 
wards us as quietly and unconcernedly as if there 
were no such thing as hurry in the world. Not- 
withstanding all my excitement I could not help 
thinking how lethargic these Germans must be, for 
Major von Edelstein entered the conveyance with- 
out expressing the least surprise at our hurried 
descent from the Louisberg. He simply asked us 
if we would not take some Kaffee (coffee) before 
we started, at the same time beckoning a Kdlner 
towards him. 

' No, thank you, we cannot wait,' I said 
hurriedly. 

'You will be better for some coffee/ he said 
quietly, ordering the waiter to bring three cups. 

• No indeed we cannot wait/ I repeated in mortal 
agony. 

' Schnell ' (quick), he called out after the waiter in 
sharp tones. Then turning to me said gently, 
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' Tou are cold and trembling. Believe me it will 
be better for you to take something warm.' 

* You do not know, you do not know/ 1 exclaimed 
wringing my hands in despair and gazing fearfully 
backward, where every moment I expected to see the 
form of Sir Richard Hardinge, with its jaunty, easy 
gait, turn the angle of the road and approach us. 

' Armes kind ' (poor child), said Major von Edel- 
stein pityingly, as he saw the agony I endured. 
'We will not wait then/ continued he, tossing a 
piece of money to the approaching waiter, who was 
laden with the three cups of Kaffee and innumer- 
able Kuchen (cakes). Mr Berrington gave the 
order to start, and we soon rattled down the piece 
of country road leading into the town, away from 
the vicinity of my bite noire and unmanly 
persecutor. 

How thankful I felt as our Kutscher quickly 
drove us round the corner by the Kurhaus, through 
the Damerigrahen, thronged with people in ex- 
pectation of the Carnaval, as my aunt called it. I 
looked back several times, but seeing no sign of 
Sir Richard, my spirits began to rise, and as I 
descended from the conveyance in front of our 
hotel, felt almost happy, so I turned to Major von 
Edelstein, saying laughingly, 
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' Come in with us now, and have the coffee I 
would not let you drink at Louisberg/ 

He bowed, and smiling quietly, followed me into 
the vestibule. 

The Prussian officer stayed with us half-an-hour. 
He expressed no surprise at my recent behaviour 
even when I remarked, 

' You must have thought me very stupid just now 
at the Re8tauration t but, indeed, I could not help it ; 
you woujd pity me if you knew.' He merely 
bowed, and, saying he would call in the evening, if 
I would permit him, to see if I were better, took 
his leave. I felt angry with him, and also piqued 
that he took so little interest in me, and evidently 
regarded my heavy trouble as some mere childish 
caprice. When Mr Berrington asked me how I 
liked my new-found cousin, I replied petulantly, 

' A stiff and formal old man like that, who bows 
as if he had a poker up his back, or were afraid of 
splitting his coat : What could you expect me to 
think of him ? * 

' Why, Nelly, you told me yesterday you pre- 
ferred old men/ remarked my friend, laughing. 
'Besides I do not think he is so very ancient either, 
although he has a few gray hairs in his moustache. 
Forty-one or two perhaps/ 

Forty-one or two seemed very old indeed to me 



ONLY A GIRL 37 

who had only reached my seventeenth year, so I 
replied, ' I thought he was as old, or older than 
you are. But I love you very much, dear Mr Ber- 
rington. You are beyond comparison with that 
excessively polite Major, who treats me as though I 
were a child of four/ 

' Yet, Nelly, I thought you rather admired him 
for the first hour or two. Take care, little one; 
remember you are a married woman.' 

' You need not continually remind me of that ! ' 
exclaimed I, crossly. 'I have no doubt he is a 
married man, too, with daughters as old as myself.' 

c I do not think so, Nelly ; but we will make in- 
quiries. This cousin of your aunt's seems to me a 
very upright, gentlemanly sort of man. After seeing 
him, I have a better opinion of the Germans. I am 
very glad he can speak English. It appears to be 
no uncommon thing for this nation (all classes, I 
mean), to speak two or three languages.' 

'I hope my aunt and cousins will be as enlightened,' 
I muttered, as I left the room, in order to prepare 
myself for the dinner hour. 



CHAPTER IV 

In the evening Major von Edelstein made his 
appearance as he had promised. He made no 
allusion to our afternoon drive, or even asked me 
how I was, although that was the ostensible reason 
for his visit. I felt extremely angry that he should 
consider me scarcely worth noticing. He talked 
for nearly an hour with Mr Berrington. During 
the time there had been several very curious noises 
in the street, but I paid no heed to them, till one 
louder than usual attracted me to the window. 

' Oh ! What can it be V I cried, 'Travelling circus, I 
suppose/ added I on seeing two or three men below 
me on the centre of the roadway, dressed in what 
appeared to me, owing to the partial darkness, to 
be the costume of a clown and pantaloon. 
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f It is the Garnaval commenced. It will begin 
in good earnest to-morrow/ replied the officer, as he 
and Mr Berrington rose and joined me at the 
window. 'At two o'clock there will be a grand 
Aufzug through the Strassen. It will pass by this 
window. You will have great amusement; the 
crowd will be immense/ 

' What fun it is ! ' I cried, leaning eagerly forward 
to catch a better view of the face of a girl, with 
long fair hair streaming down her back. She was 
dressed as The Davghter of the Regiment, with a 
short red skirt embroidered with gold braid, short 
black velvet jacket, handsomely laced and slashed 
with gold, high boot3, and a coquettish little hat. 
She had also what appeared to be liqueur glasses 
and liqueur. She was leaning on the arm of a man 
habited in a grotesque mode, impossible to describe. 
Others quickly followed them, dressed in all 
fashions and costumes. I was so intensely in- 
terested in watching the scene below me in the 
street, that I gave no thought to time, until I heard 
the voice of Major von Edelstein close to me saying* 

' Fraulein, pardon me, but it is late, and I must 
be gone.' 

' Going so soon/ I said, turning from the window. 
It surely cannot be more than nine o'clock/ 
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' It is eleven ' he replied smiling, as he bade us 
adieu. 

' Look us up to-morrow, if you can/ shouted Mr 
Berrington, after the retreating form of the officer. 

The next morning I was all excitement, and 
wanted to take a drive through the crowded streets, 
but Mr Berrington said, 

' It is rather late now, Nelly, so we had better 
wait for the " Aufzug? as your friend calls it. We 
will hire a conveyance and make a tour of the town 
afterwards/ 

A little after twelve o'clock I took up my post 
at the window, in expectation of the coming pro- 
cession. Occasionally I involuntarily glanced at 
Frank's Hotel, a large building nearly opposite to 
us, where I knew Major von Edelstein had taken 
up his quarters. The day was comparatively 
warm, for although it was considered cold enough 
for a large fire to be burning in the stove, we 
were sitting with the French windows thrown 
wide open. After I had been standing at the open 
casement a few moments, I saw the well-made, 
easy figure of my new-found relation, Major von 
Edelstein, standing in the doorway of the hotel 
opposite. He glanced upwards, and, seeing me, 
raised his hat and bowed low — very low — much 
lower than was the mode followed by Sir Richard 
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Hardinge and others of his set in my native 
land. 

It was not long before the officer made his way 
through the surging mass of people crowding the 
street. I followed him with my eyes, and could 
not but admire the upright martial figure and 
handsome sun-browned face, with the dark, piercing 
eyes, and long, heavily-drooping moustache. He 
succeeded, with little difficulty, in pushing his way 
through the crowd of idlers, but as he gained the 
pavement, a woman, dressed in the costume of a 
flower girl, determinedly placed herself in front of 
him. He did not stay to regard her, but the 
white, ungloved hand, went mechanically to his 
hat, which, however, was arrested midway, by the 
girl taking a flower from her basket, and, with 
eyes gleaming with concentrated hate, flung it 
violently in his face. He glanced at her, and 
suddenly darted back, as though stung by an asp. 
The girl said some words in German, in the shriek- 
ing carnival voice, and, with a shrill mocking 
•laugh, dashed into the crowd, which soon hid her 
from view. This little scene astonished me, for I 
could not but think there was a deeper meaning 
in it than a mere carnival jest. Besides, I could 
not help associating the flower girl in my mind 
with the * Daughter of the Regiment ' I had noticed 



42 ONLY A GIRL 

on the previous evening. Perhaps it was owing to 
the long fair hair, and also to the vicinity of the 
man in the grotesque attire, who, I observed, was 
at no great distance from her while she was speak- 
ing to Major von Edelstein, and afterwards darted 
quickly after her into the crowd. 

Anxious as I was to know the meaning of the 
contretemps, I resolved to make no inquiries of the 
officer, but to be in every way as dignified and 
lethargic as that gentleman himself. 

In a few moments he was by my side at the 
window. As I sometimes glanced stealthily up 
at him, I quite retracted my opinion of his age 
that I had expressed to Mr Berrington, on the day 
previous. As he leaned hatless from the window, 
the winter sun lighting up his clear cut features, 
and dazzling his dark brilliant eyes, which, at that 
moment, were half overshadowed by a gloomy 
meditative expression. I could scarcely realize him 
even to be forty, although plainly and distinctly I 
observed the dark hair plentifully besprinkled with 
gray. Some time must have elapsed, during which 
I was lost in useless speculations and conjectures, 
for, though looking into the street below me, I was 
blind to the heterogenous crowd of persons con- 
tinually passing and repassing in the Friederick 
Wilhelm's Platz, in front of the hotel. At last 
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I heard the voice of my companion saying, 
quietly — 

' Fraulein, the Aufzug.' 

I immediately aroused myself, calling to Mr 
Berrington to leave his paper, and come and look at 
the procession. 

It was a very gorgeous one. Numerous beauti- 
fully caparisoned horses with superbly attired 
riders, gilded coaches, and open chariots. Hand- 
somely dressed people in fancy costumes of kings 
and emperors. Flags and banners. A large open 
coach devoted to the band. Presently came an 
open carriage filled with ladies in different fancy 
dresses (whether belonging to the procession, or 
immediately following it, I could not say). They 
were attended by as many gentlemen, one of whom 
was habited in a black velvet Spanish costume, 
wearing a large cavalier hat. He rode a superb 
horse, which he made caper and caricole by the 
side of the carriage. He seemed in gay spirits, 
jesting with one, saluting another, doffing his hat 
and bowing so low to a third, till the long feather 
of his Spanish sombrero almost swept the ground. 
Seated in the carriage, I noticed the figure of 
the same girl that I had seen the evening before 
dressed in the costume of the Daughter of the 
Regiment/ She was looking gloomy and ill at 
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ease, and paid no heed to the trifling remarks of 
her companions in the carriage, or to the lively 
jests of their attendant cavaliers. As they ap- 
proached our hotel the gentleman in the Spanish 
costume looked up. He wore a false nose, but, 
notwithstanding, he unpleasantly reminded me 
of some one I had seen before. His eyes roved 
about, scanning each window, till after an instant, 
his gaze alighting upon me, he suddenly stooped, 
and quickly snatching from the carriage a cornu- 
copia filled with bon-bons sent it with well-directed 
aim and unnecessary force straight at my figure. 
It fell with a smart blow on my shoulder, and as I 
shrunk back with a faint cry I knew the sender of 
the missile to be — Sir Richard Hardinge. There 
was something so determined in the action which 
gave it an air of offensive rudeness, for Major von 
Edelstein, who was standing by my side, frowned 
heavily, and taking up the cornucopia returned 
it to the sender with such accurate aim that it sent 
the fictitious nose on his face flying amongst 
the crowd. I could not help but laugh, for I was 
astonished to see the lethargic officer for once rouse 
himself into activity, but the next instant he 
seemed to have forgotten the circumstance, for 
he was leaning as negligently and carelessly as 
before against the window frame gazing medita- 
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tively at the crowd below him. I looked at him 
occasionally, wondering if he had noticed the girl 
with the long fair hair seated in the carriage, 
the same I felt sure that had arrested his progress 
so persistently in the roadway a couple of hours 
previously. 

I could make out nothing from scrutinising 
his face, so turned from the window with a heavy 
sigh. 

The pleasure and amusement I had experienced 
in witnessing the carnival gaiety was over for me 
then. The dark face of Sir Richard Hardinge, and 
the long fair hair of the flower girl confused them- 
selves so in my mind that I could think of nothing, 
and at last buried my head in the sofa cushion* 
vainly striving to shut out the sound of the 
shrieking, screaming voices of the participators in 
the carnival. 



CHAPTER V 

All that afternoon and evening I implored Mr 
Berrington with feverish earnestness to let us be 
gone from the town which had become to me 
so hateful. I felt no safety now that Sir Richard 
Hardinge knew our abode. I was anxious to quit 
the place and leave no trace of our whereabouts. 

My kind old friend soon consented, and the next 
morning we were ready to depart. A couple of 
hours took us to Wilhelmsdorf , a town in the 
Rhein Provinz, where my aunt and cousins 
resided. 

I felt almost happy again as Mr Berrington, 
Major von Edelstein, and myself were bowled 
through the quiet town in the Wagen (carriage) 
which my aunt had sent to meet us. We stopped 
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before some large iron gates, which on ringing were 
soon opened, and we drove up the avenue till a 
sudden turn disclosed to us a comfortable-looking 
square-built house, under the portico of which were 
standing two ladies, the elder of whom advanced, 
and taking me in her outstretched arms, embraced 
me warmly, welcoming us in sentences half German, 
half English, to her home in the Vaterland Then 
the younger one came forward, a pretty girl of 
about eighteen or nineteen, who after kissing me 
affectionately, took my hand and led me into the 
house. In a few hours I felt quite at home, and 
Mr JBerrington, I could see by his nods and gestures, 
was well pleased with my newly-found relatives. 

About half-an-hour before dinner, as we were 
all seated in the drawing-room, the door was 
thrown open, and a tall handsome woman appeared 
on the threshold. The gas-light fell upon her bright 
golden hair, and illuminated the brilliancy of her 
complexion, while the low-hanging globe of light 
without in the vestibule, clearly defined the grace- 
ful outlines of her figure. She stood there quietly 
for an instant, gazing with scrutinising intensity at 
my face. Notwithstanding her beauty and queenly 
carriage, as she swept into the room, I felt a chill 
creep over me, and knew her to be my enemy. 
Though why, or wherefore, I could not define. We 
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were not formally introduced, but my aunt said 
something in German, and repeated it in bad 
English, to the effect, that I was their little cousin, 
of whom she (the queenly creature) had heard, and 
hoped we should soon be friends. How small and 
insignificant I felt, as I stood beside her that 
evening. I felt she could wither me with a look. 
What a little fool I was to pay any attention to 
her, but keep my eyes off her, I could not, both 
during dinner and afterwards in the drawing room. 

'So you have deigned to honour us with your 
presence this evening/ I heard her say to Major 
von Edelstein as he stood absently turning over the 
leaves of a photograph album. She spoke English 
beautifully without the least foreign accent. She 
evidently chose it not wishing to be understood by 
my aunt and cousin. 

He bowed, and replied in the same language, with 
the most studied politeness. 

' Pardon, the honour is to me.' 

' How is it you never come near us now ? ' she 
queried, sharply. 

He raised his eyebrows, replying, 

' You honour me again by expressing an interest 
in my affairs/ 

She tapped her foot impatiently on the ground 
as she exclaimed, 
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' Why will you always annoy me by speaking in 
this strain ? Tell me plainly why it is yon avoid 
me/ 

The officer remained silent for an instant, 
gnawing his moustache, a heavy frown gathering 
on his brows. 

' I have told you, ' continued the lady, ' the 
barrier you deemed insurmountable is removed. 
Let me know then why you so persistently keep 
away from the house, even though your regiment 
is quartered in the town, and your cousins never 
tire of wondering at what they term your neglect' 

' My cousins are very kind/ 

'Yes, kinder than you deserve/ she answered, 
then bending her form towards him, and glancing 
rapidly round to see that she was unobserved by 
the card players, laid her hand upon his arm. He 
drew quickly back. 

'You still treat me thus,' she said, bitterly. 
' Will you promise me something ? ' 

No answer. 

' Will you ? ' she repeated. 

Still no answer. 

'You are polite towards a lady, this evening. 
Major von Edelstein/ said the golden-haired syren, 
with a sneer. 

' What do you wish me to promise ? ' he asked, 
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stroking his moustache, and fixing his eyes moodily 
on the table before him. 

' Promise me that you will come here often, every 
day/ she answered, eagerly, leaning towards him, 
and fixing the gaze of her brilliant blue eyes on 
his face. 

' My engagements might prevent me from f ulfil- 
ing such a promise/ he replied. 

' Often, then — promise to come often/ 

He bowed. 

' You promise ? ' she queried, triumphantly. 

' He bowed again, lower than before. 

'And also that you will not use this tone of 
mock politeness towards me. It exasperates me 
beyond endurance/ 

For the third time the officer bowed, then, turn- 
ing wearily away from the golden hair and 
beautiful, angry face, hurried towards the card- 
table. She followed him, and they stood side by 
side watching the game for a few moments, but I 
could see the Major was ill at ease when in such 
close proximity to the graceful figure then beside 
him. He turned round, and his glance falling 
upon me as I was seated on a sofa in a far 
corner of the room, he crossed the apartment and 
commenced a conversation in low soft tones. My 
heart beat high when I reflected how differently 
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his voice had sounded when addressing the fair- 
haired beauty he had recently left, and who, I 
began to feel almost instinctively, would have 
given worlds, had she possessed them, to have been 
so spoken to. 

After a few remarks carried on between us at 
great disadvantage, as he was standing, and, 
consequently it necessitated the bending of his 
head considerably lower than was convenient, he 
asked quietly — 

' Fraulein, will you permit me?' at the same 
time attempting to seat himself on the sofa. 

'Oh, do,' I answered, mechanically drawing away 
the skirt of my black dress, heavily trimmed with 
crape, in order to make room for him. I happened 
to look across the room at that moment, and 
encountered the blue eyes (or green, I could not 
make out which), with a malicious gleam in them, 
belonging to the haughty-looking, graceful woman 
still standing by the card table. I shuddered, 
without knowing why, which made the officer 
ask if I were cold. 

' No/ I replied. ' The room seems very warm 
indeed, and yet I see no fire or stove/ 

I directed my eyes towards what appeared a 
handsome cabinet with a marble slab, the front 
inlaid and elaborately chased with brass filigree. 
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' That is the stove/ remarked my companion, on 
seeing in which direction my eyes wandered. My 
gaze left the caloriftre and returned again to the 
immovable figure by the card table. She was too 
far off to hear what we said, for our conversation 
was carried on in a low murmuring tone, which 
must have been especially aggravating to a would- 
be listener. Moreover, the gallant officer had a 
habit, when he chose, of dropping his voice and 
bending his head as he pulled his long moustache, 
even when speaking on the simplest topics, that an 
observer from a distance might almost imagine he 
were offering his hand and heart. 

The coffee made its appearance, and Major von 
Edelstein rose to procure a cup for me. He was 
half-way across the room with it, when he was 
stopped by the possessor of the golden hair, who 
holding out her white hand for the cup, said — 

' Surely, in this house, it is my place to perform 
such offices.' 

He answered her in German, taking no notice 
of the extended hand. 

' Give it me/ she said, imperiously. 

' Excuse me/ replied the gentleman bowing, con- 
tinuing his way across the room. 

She bit her lips angrily as he proceeded. The 
officer bent down to me, and spoke in tones* 
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especially soft and caressing, that I thought he 
surely must be doing it to annoy her. He only 
asked me if I took sugar, or some such trifling 
thing. I glanced at her, she looked more like a 
beautiful fiend than a human being. Her eyes 
were glaring, and her face crimson, as she walked 
over to where I was, and said, 

' If you are going to reside in Germany, Miss 
l<yle, you must conform to its manners and customs 
a little more than you have done to-night I assure 
you/ she continued, raising her voice, ' it is an un- 
heard-of thing for an officer and a gentleman to 
seat himself by a lady's side on the sofa, in this 
country, and still worse, for the lady to permit it.' 

' What have I done V I cried out, furiously, * You 
who speak English so well, should also be aware 
of the manners and customs followed in my 
country, and what I have done this evening could 
be done with perfect propriety there, and I will do it 
here again and again, if it pleases me, whenever I 
have the opportunity/ 

' Was hast du denn ? ' (what is the matter) 
called my aunt, from the card table, hearing our 
excited voices. 

I began to explain in the few German words I 
could find, but was arrested by Major von Edelstein, 
who, at that moment, was standing in the centre of 
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the room, leisurely stirring his cup of coffee. He 
advanced towards me, and, seating himself again 
on the sofa, with an assumption of superb indiffer- 
ence to the wrath of the woman before him, said, 
as he lazily sipped his coffee, 

' Take no notice, Miss Lyle. It is a pity it 
annoys Fraulein Olivia, when I choose a comfort- 
able seat, but for all that I am at a loss to see why 
I should deprive myself of it/ Then looking 
meaningly at her, he added, ' I am coming often, 
and often as I come I hope often to feel as blissfully 
happy as I do at this moment/ 

I felt he was making use of me in some way 
against her, but, strange to say, it did not anger 
me. On the contrary, it made me happy and 
pleased to think that he should show such an open 
preference for my company to that of the splendid 
radiant creature, who had evidently set her heart 
on winning him. I could not quite define what 
position she held in the house, and resolved to ask 
my cousin Hedwig on the first opportunity that 
presented itself, for this woman interested me 
strangely. 

While my thoughts were thus wandering, the 
discussion with regard to the propriety of a lady 
and gentleman sitting together on a sofa, had been 
progressing, and my attention was at last recalled 
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to the topic of the moment by hearing my aunt say 
c Ne&n, nein, es ist nicht so schlimm,'* at the same 
time taking my hand and patting it gently. She 
went on to explain that as I was staying in the 
house, and the gentleman was a cousin of the 
family, and besides that, he was so much older, it 
was not a great breach of etiquette. Then she 
turned towards Fraulein Olivia, and gave her a 
half -angry scolding for making the first evening of 
my visit so unpleasant. 

'I am only speaking from experience, Frau 
Ashton/ said the golden haired beauty. 'You 
were the first one that told me of it on one memor- 
able occasion. 

She spoke in English ; I could not but think it 
was for my benefit. My aunt understood her, 
however, although she replied in German some- 
thing to the effect that ' all that nonsense is over 
now between you and Bertie/ She glanced at 
Major von Edelstein as she spoke, who was leaning 
indolently back in his corner of the sofa, taking 
no part whatever in the conversation. Indeed, he 
did not seem to hear it, for when I glanced at him, 
his gaze was fixed upon my face. He immediately 
withdrew his eyes, and turned them calmly upon 
Olivia, who, sweeping him a low courtesy, re- 

* No, no, it is not bo bad. 
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marked satirically, ' I hope that Major von Edel- 
stein really considers that his time for nonsense 
is at an end.' 

'You are always so kind, Fraulein/ he said, 
inclining his head, as though he had indeed re- 
ceived an expression of good-will for his welfare. 

' Major von Edelstein surely could expect nothing 
but kindness at my hands/ replied Olivia, with a 
sneer. 

The officer was evidently worried by the con- 
versation, for he pulled fiercely at his moustache 
for an instant, then rising, bowed ceremoniously 
before the golden head and crossed the room. 
She looked after the handsome commanding figure, 
with a smile of bitter hate, which ill became her 
beautiful, radiant features. I removed my gaze 
from her face, and my eyes followed, half-un- 
consciously, the direction hers had taken. I 
scarcely wondered that Olivia should be so 
desirous of securing the good opinion of the 
Prussian officer. No one could help but admire 
him, I began to think. He looked so handsome 
and noble-looking as he stood with bent head, re- 
garding some pieces of music, which were carelessly 
strewn over the piano. Fraulein Olivia made a 
movement in his direction, but, as if divining her 
intention, the officer suddenly straightened himself, 
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and, turning to my aunt, bade her and the rest by 
the card-table ' Good-night.' He passed the beau- 
tiful but baffled Olivia with a stiff bow, as she 
stood there like an enraged empress in the centre 
of the room. He came over to me in my corner 
of the sofa, and bent his head very low, saying in 
soft, caressing tones as he took my hand. 

' I advise you to follow my example, Miss Lyle, 
and say " Good-night." You have had a fatiguing 
day/ 

There was nothing in the words themselves, 
nothing; but the tenderness of his manner and 
gentle inflexion of his voice must have been in- 
expressibly exasperating to the already infuriated 
woman, left standing there in the centre of the 
room, only too bitterly conscious that her charms 
were powerless to attract the one for whom she 
would have given life itself, to have seen for one 
brief moment fall down a submissive slave at her 
feet. Indeed, I felt angry with him myself; he 
had no right to teach her a lesson at my expense, 
and although my heart beat and my face flushed 
when he whispered soft nothings in his low, 
caressing voice, I was resolved that on the morrow 
I would be more dignified, and show him I was 
not a plaything to be wasted and turned about for 
his pleasure and amusement. I admired the iron- 
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gray hair and moustache of this Prussian officer 
immensely. If he had been ten years younger he 
would have lost in my estimation, and I would 
defy anyone that saw him, not to be struck with 
his upright, soldier-like bearing, noble, haughty 
head, and knightly courtesy of manner quite 
irresistible even to his own sex, for dear Mr 
Berrington sang his praises incessantly, whenever 
occasion offered. 



CHAPTER VI 

The next morning after breakfast when my 
cousin Hedwig and I were alone together in the 
morning room, I demanded suddenly, 'Who is 
Fraulein Olivia ? ' 

My cousin replied in execrable English, but I 
contrived to understand her. 

She said that their friend came to visit some 
acquaintances in the town years ago. She liked 
Germany so much that she had determined on 
making it her home. 

' Sie ist eine Englanderin ' (She is an English- 
woman), added Hedwig. 

' That accounts then for her good accent. I was 
surprised last night at her fluency in our language/ 
I remarked. 
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'Also speaks she German very good/ continued 
my cousin. ' Mama has her very glad. That can I 
not understand. Sometimes I love Olivia, and 
sometimes she pleases me not. I think, Nelly, 
she has a Geheimni88. How call you that in 
English ? ' 

I shook my head, but looking it up, however, in 
the dictionary, found it to mean ' a secret/ 

We generally held our conversations with the 
lexicon on the table beside us, to which we made 
frequent reference. 

'She is very beautiful, nicht wahrV inquired 
Hedwig, then continued pensively, ' She stays with 
us nearly always. It is very angenehm (agreeable). 
Sometimes goes she at England. Once came she 
back very unhappy. I was very young, but Mama 
has said it to me. She was nearly verlobt (engaged) 
to Bertie, but they do not agree. They are always 
fighting, at least Olivia is/ 

By the word fighting, I suppose my cousin meant 
quarelling. 

'She is very handsome. Why does not Baron 
Edelstein admire her ? ' I inquired. 

Hedwig shrugged her shoulders. 

' Because perhaps she too openly shows her ad- 
miration for him.* 

' Your cousin does not come here often, does he ? 
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queried I, thinking of the conversation I had over- 
heard on the previous night. 

'Very rarely since he returned from the war. 
Before that Mama has said to me he came every- 
day, sometimes twice in the day. I like him 
much. He is not related very closely to us. He 
is a distant cousin of Mama's, but we always 
call him Bertie; I know not why.* 

We continued our conversation for some time. 
Occasionally my cousin's English was scarcely in- 
telligible, but I have rendered it tolerably so, for 
the sake of the unfortunate reader. 

That same evening, after dinner, Baron Edelstein 
made his appearance. Handsome and haughty, 
courteous and calm, as usual. Olivia was standing 
near the door as he entered, she looked surprised, 
but said coolly in an undertone : 

'So you can keep a promise occasionally, Herr 
Baron.' 

He bowed an assent as he passed her without a 
word. 

She bit her lip, and turned towards the piano. 
Then almost before he had greeted my aunt called 
out imperiously, 

' Baron Edelstein, I have not heard you sing for 
years. Come now. I will play the accompaniment.' 

' You do me too much honour, Fraulein,' he re- 
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plied, as he calmly seated himself by my side on 
the sofa, only a fraction closer than on the previous 
evening. 

She whirled round on the music-stool, with 
contracted brows, demanding, sharply, her beautiful 
face flushed with vexation — 

' You refuse to sing, then ? ' 

'Could I refuse you anything?' replied the 
baron, a quiet irony in his voice. 

' Come, then/ she said. 

As the others joined her solicitations, he rose 
slowly from the sofa, walking indolently towards 
the piano. When he reached it, he offered her his 
arm. Olivia was so surprised that she put her 
hand into it as she mechanically rose from the 
stool. He conducted her to a chair, when he 
dropped her arm, bowing, as he said — 

' I could not think of troubling you, Fraulein, to 
play the accompaniment. I will endeavour to do 
so for myself/ 

She coloured with annoyance. Beaten and 
baffled at every step, what was she to do? 
Bertie Edelstein seated himself before the instru- 
ment, and, after striking a few chords, sang, in a 
full, rich voicfe, although inexpressibly low and 
gentle, the beautiful little song, Gute nacht, Mem 
Herziges Kind. Every note of the melodious accents 
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shook my frame. I could scarcely refrain from 
tears. Immediately he had finished, he rose from 
the stool, and, crossing the room, reseated himself 
by my side. 

' Have you heard the song before ? ' whispered 
the baron, softly, as he bent towards me. 

' No/ I answered, in tones scarcely audible, my 
voice trembling from suppressed agitation. All the 
resolutions to be dignified and severe that I had 
formed on the previous evening, where were they ? 
Vanished, I knew not whither. I was only con- 
scious of a vague undefined pleasure in his presence, 
inexpressibly sweet. He was fooling me, I knew, 
to serve his own ends. It was not honourable or 
manly ; but he little knew the harm he was doing, 
and I foolishly imagined that I was on my guard 
against his soft speeches and gentle caressing 
manner, for I trembled like the little stupid that I 
was, every time he bent low his aristocratic head, 
and addressed me in the soft, modulated accents 
peculiar to himself, and which possessed such an 
infinite charm for me. 

Olivia, unable longer to bear her position, crossed 
the apartment, dragging the long shimmering train 
of blue silk behind her. How queenly she looked, 
as she traversed the lighted room ; her thick golden 
hair twisted in massive coils around her small well- 
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shaped head ; her beautiful face flushed with excite- 
ment or annoyance, I could not say which, her blue 
eyes, looking black by gaslight, darted rays of fire. 
As she swept across the floor, and stood in front of 
us, a very empress. She looked so wonderfully 
beautiful. I expected to see the baron, vanquished 
at last, fall at her feet, and worship her, instead of 
which, the noble Prussian appeared to be totally 
unconscious of her presence. He neither looked up, 
, nor moved a muscle of his face, but continued un- 
concernedly, in his endeavour to teach me to say 
several unpronouncable German words. 

' Since when, have you become a teacher of 
languages, Herr Baron V demanded Olivia, in clear 
penetrating tones. 

He looked up, then, for the first time, raising his 
eyebrows a little as he responded in a significant 
tone. 

' Since the time I left off being a pupil, Fraulein 
Olivia.' 

She tapped her foot impatiently on the carpet. 

' Are you going to treat this mere child, in your 
usually heartless fashion V 

He deigned no reply. 

' An English girl, to you, is like a red rag to a 
wild bull. You have no discretion, no discernment, 
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bat rush straight for it, as something only fit to be 
crushed and trampled upon/ 

' Since when, has Fraulein Olivia been the con- 
troller of my actions?' he demanded, with suppressed 
passion, at the same time rising and standing by 
her side. 

At this moment, the servant entered with a letter, 
which he handed to the enraged woman in shimmer- 
ing silk. She took it from the salver, and, after 
examining the superscription, opened the note. It ap- 
peared a long one, and after casting her eyes rapidly 
over it, her face blanched. She instantly glanced 
at me, then putting her hand to her head, staggered, 
and would have fallen, had I not flown quickly to 
her assistance. She controlled herself, however, 
with a mighty effort, and rising from my arms, 
moved towards the gas. She held the communica- 
tion which had occasioned her such emotion in the 
brilliant flame, till it fell in charred embers upon a 
crimson satin covered ottoman, immediately beneath. 

Strange to say, until this moment, the events, 

which had occurred within the last quarter-of-an- 

hour, had been unnoticed by the three at the other 

end of the room, who were engaged in some 

mysterious German game of cards, but at this 

juncture, my aunt turned round, perhaps she had 

observed the flicker of the light, and seeing the 

E 
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blackened morsels falling unheeded on the sofa, 
called out something in German, beginning with 
' Mein liebes kind, Mein liebes kimd] (My dear 
child.) 

She rose up in a state of great excitement, 
inquiring what was the matter. 

'I have burned a letter, that is all/ replied 
Olivia with a vacant stare, passing her hand over 
her forehead. 

' Du bist krank, mein kind,' (You are ill my 
child), said my aunt, taking Olivia's hand and 
looking commiseratingly at the white drawn face. 

' I think I will go to bed. I have a headache/ 
she said, still with the same dazed look in her 
eyes. 

My aunt would have accompanied her, but Olivia 
steadily refused all assistance, and without bidding 
anyone ' Good-night ' silently quitted the room. 

Shortly after her departure, the baron rose and 
made his adieux. I had noticed his gaze fixed on 
me long and frequently during the evening, and 
before he departed he took my hand, and look- 
ing down into my eyes, said gently — 

' You have been very quiet, Miss Lyle, the last 
ten minutes. Do not let Fraulein Olivia's strange 
behaviour affect you. I assure you she is very 
eccentric at times. Gute nackt; Schlafen sie 
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wohl (Good-night: sleep well). Saying which 
he dropped my hand and quitted the room. Mr 
Berrington then said that he should be obliged 
to return to England on the following afternoon. 
As I looked at my dear old friend, my heart smote 
me, that for the last two days I had thought so 
little of him. So when my aunt proposed we 
should all go to the station together to see him off, 
I cried out impulsively — 

* Oh, no, no ; do let me have him all to myself for 
the last time/ They smiled indulgently, and 
allowed me to have my wish. 



CHAPTER VII 

The next morning I felt very miserable at the 
idea of losing the dear old lawyer so soon, and in 
some measure relieved my grief by driving about 
to the different shops with Hedwig, to find suitable 
presents for his family, with whom, at different 
times, I had spent so many happy months. We 
returned home laden, and I have thought since it 
was very kind of him to trouble himself with them, 
for they must have sadly worried the dear old 
man, who, I know, loved to travel with as little 
luggage as possible. But I can easily fancy his 
kind heart Ivould not wish to wound my feelings, so 
he accepted the numerous packages with a good 
grace and loving smile. How I clung round my 
kind friend's neck, and sobbing, gave myself up to 
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an agony of grief, when we were in the carriage 
together, on our way to the station. I felt now, 
indeed, that I was being left all alone in a foreign 
land, amongst strange friends, wholly dependent 
upon myself, no longer able, in my melancholy 
moments, to derive comfort from looking at the 
kind face and hearing the gentle, quiet voice of 
the man whom I loved and looked up to as a 
father. 

' You will come and see me soon again, will you 
not, dear Mr Berrington ? ' I sobbed, almost heart- 
broken. 

'Yes, my dear; take courage and cheer up. 
Nothing is so bad but it might be worse, you 
know, Nelly/ he replied, stroking my hair and 
trying to be cheerful, although I saw a tear 
dimming his kind, sympathetic eyes. 

' Try always to be a good girl, Nelly. Be upright 
and honest in your actions, he continued, ' and never 
forget that you have an old friend in London, who, 
if you are in an emergency, or any danger threatens 
you, will at once hasten to your assistance on the 
receipt of a single word. So cheer up, little one/ 
he said raising my downcast face between his hands, 
and imprinting a loving kiss on my forehead. Here 
we are at the station, and your nose is red again as 
usual/ 
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I dried my eyes. What moments of pain and 
agony those were for me, when for the last time I 
saw the dear, amiable face of my kind friend, 
nodding an adieu to me from the carriage window. 
When the train puffed out of the station, I turned, 
sick at heart, towards the place of exit. My head 
ached and throbbed, so when I saw my aunt's 
brougham waiting for me outside, opposite the 
entrance, I felt I could not enter it or I should be 
stifled. All I wanted at that moment was air. I 
almost gasped for breath. I told the man in the 
best German at my command, that he could go 
home as I had a headache and preferred to walk. 
He looked a little surprised, but touched his hat 
however, and respectfully obeyed me. I walked 
quietly along under the trees for about ten minutes. 
The fresh breeze made me feel a little better and 
more cheerful. I was proceeding rapidly along, my 
eyes fixed on the ground, picking my way carefully 
across the muddy road, when I heard a gentle voice, 
that I had learned to know very well, address me. I 
looked up and saw the Prussian baron. I gave a 
slight involuntary scream, and darted back impul- 
sively. It was ridiculous of me, I know, but the 
dark piercing eyes were so close upon me, I felt 
absurdly frightened. 

' Did I startle you ? ' he inquired, laughing softly. 
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'N-n-o, that is — I mean' — I stammered, not 
knowing what to reply. 

' Timid little creature, vou look ilL What is the 
matter. Can I help you ? ' he asked softly. 

At last then, I thought triumphantly, he takes 
more interest in me now, than he did that wretched 
day at Aix-la-Chapelle, when I had more cause for 
being pale and sorrowful. 

* You look as if you could not go another step. 
How is it you are out alone ? Too are very 
venturesome.' 

' I preferred to walk. The carriage would have 
stifled me. I have been to see Mr Berrington off by 
the train/ 1 replied, finding my voice at length. 

* He has gone ! Poor little child, that accounts for 
your distressed appearance. Do you know, Miss 
Lyle, I tried yesterday to sketch your face, but I 
found the dimples in your cheeks, and especially 
the deep little one in your chin, very difficult. 
Your expression to-day would be a much easier 
one, although I fancy it does not describe your 
character so well/ 

' Do you think I can never feel sorrow ? ' I asked, 
more for something to say than from any other 
motive, for I felt his gaze fastened on my face, 
which made me flush hot and cold by turns, most 
uncomfortably. 
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'I am sure you must be ill/ said the Prussian 
noble, never removing his eyes from my face, as he 
walked along by my side. 

' You have changed from white to pink and from 
pink to white, a dozen times during the last half- 
minute/ 

I thought it unkind of him to notice my con- 
fusion, so I made no reply. 

'Perhaps you are over-fatigued/ he continued, 
changing the half -bantering tone he had assumed 
for one of gentle sympathy. ' We are close to my 
house. Come in, Miss Lyle, and let me give you a 
glass of wine, you look terribly tired/ 

I shook my head, feeling cross with him for ask- 
ing me, and knowing that, if I accepted the baron's 
invitation, my aunt would be horrified when she 
heard of it. 

' Do come/ he continued persuasively. ' I should 
like to know your opinion too, of the sketch I have 
made of you. You will come V he asked, halting in 
front of an* imposing looking domicile. 

1 N-no/ I replied hesitatingly, feeling at the same 
time, that I should very much like to see how he 
had portrayed my face on canvas. 

' Y — e — s, you mean/ said my companion laugh- 
ing. f Come, Miss Lyle, we can enter by this small 
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door in the wall, there is no occasion to trouble the 
front door.' 

I still hong back, much as I wanted to see the 
inner arrangements of this handsome Prussian's 

mansion. 

' Come/ he repeated, taking my hand, and with 
gentle force, drawing me through the door, he had 
already opened with his own key. 

' My aunt, what will she say V I suggested. 

' Nothing ; what could she say ? Hedwig has 
played in my atelier for hours, when she was 
younger, and you are only a child, you know/ 

While the baron was saying this, he had shut the 
door, and we skirted the garden by the side of his 
residence, until we found ourselves at the back of 
the house. 

' This way/ said my conductor, commencing to 
ascend some handsome steps, which reached from 
the ground to the first floor. 

When we had mounted them, the baron opened 
the glass doors and stood back for me to enter a 
prettily - furnished morning room, in which I 
imagined my handsome companion sometimes in- 
dulged in the fragrant weed, as the scent of cigars 
still hung about the apartment. 

* Is it here — the sketch ? ' I inquired. 

* No, Miss Lyle ; but if you will have the kind- 
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ness to come with me into the next room, you will 
honour me very much if you will tell me your 
opinion of it ; and perhaps after you have been in 
my studio, I shall fancy sometimes that I see you 
there, and possibly do you better justice/ 

Thus speaking, the man whom I had begun to 
admire so intensely, pushed open an adjoining 
door, and holding back a heavy velvet curtain, 
invited me to enter. 



CHAPTER VIII 

As I stepped across the threshold of his atelier, a 
pleasant sensation of warmth and comfort per- 
vaded me. A faint but not unpleasant odour of 
paints was distinguishable. It was a room evi- 
dently built out on the first floor for the purpose 
of a studio. It was lighted from above, many pic- 
tures were hung around the walls, and scattered 
about on easels. Old valuable tapestry adorned 
the room in the shape of screens, etc. I looked 
around, noting the various handsome and inter- 
esting knick-knacks strewn about in picturesque 
disorder. And then I turned my eyes on him, the 
possessor of it all, and as I gazed could not but 
think how well the noble head, with its thoughtful, 
open brow, and deep, luminous eyes; the distin- 
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guished, commanding figure, yet lithe and easy 
carriage, even — yes, even the dark hair sprinkled 
with gray — I say, I could not but think how well 
these manly and pleasing attributes associated with 
the handsome artistic surroundings. 

'Now, Miss Lyle/ said the baron, 'before we 
look at the sketch you must favour me by drink- 
ing a glass of wine/ 

I declined, but taking no notice of my refusal, he 
opened the door of a handsome old-fashioned 
cabinet, producing a bottle of some light Rhine 
wine, and a biscuit-box, containing various sorts of 
small kuchen (cakes). 

My companion poured out a glass of the spark- 
ling fluid ; then looking at it said — 

'After all, this is scarcely strong enough to 
bring back the colour to your cheeks. I will give 
you another kind.' 

He returned to the cabinet, and he had just 
taken a decanter in his hand, when the clanging of 
a bell fell upon our ear. 

The baron then stood silent for a moment, then 
depositing the bottle upon the table, muttered 
something in German, then added aloud, 

' It may be some friend of mine, Miss Lyle, who 
would come without ceremony straight to my 
atelier. I should not care about him seeing you 
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here, so if you will excuse me, I will go to prevent 
his entrance/ 

Saying which, my handsome companion dis- 
appeared from the room. 

In an instant he hurriedly returned with a 
displeased countenance and contracted brow. 

'Pardon me/ he said, 'but there is one on the 
stairs whom it will be impossible to prevent 
entering, and by whom I would not for worlds 
have you seen in my studio. Quick, child, behind 
this screen/ he whispered, as we heard steps 
rapidly approaching. 

Without a second's delay, I obeyed him. In 
another moment, there was a quick knock at the 
door, but without waiting to be admitted, the handle 
turned, the curtain was lifted, and to my unutter- 
able surprise, I saw, through a crack in the ancient 
tapestry, standing in the aperture, the form of the 
queenly Fraulein Olivia. It reminded me forcibly 
of the first evening I saw her, standing in the door- 
way of my aunt's drawing-room, with the strong 
light behind her, showing up to perfection the 
superb outlines of her figure. She could not be un- 
graceful if she tried. Nature had bestowed her 
gifts plentifully upon her, and I thought as she 
stood there that afternoon, in her winter costume of 
velvet and furs, with one delicately gloved hand 
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raised to lift the heavy hangings, her golden head 
advanced a little, covered with a large Gainsborough 
hat, in which was a long white ostrich feather, that 
indeed, she was much more worthy to be made the 
subject of a picture, just so, as she stood, than 
was my ugly little turned-up nose and dark rough 
hair. 

' So, Herr Baron, I have found you at last/ said 
the beauty, dropping the curtain, and advancing 
into the rL, 

* To what do I owe the honour of this visit V de- 
manded Edelstein in icy tones. 

' I came this morning/ continued Olivia, disre- 
garding his question. * Your servants told me you 
were not at home. ' I disbelieved them, I frankly 
tell you. I thought you had given an order to ex- 
clude visitors, so this afternoon I determined to see 
for myself, so waved Wilhelm aside telling him I 
could* find my own way. Are you surprised ? ' 

' Nothing in the way of extravagance that 
Fraulein Olivia could do, would surprise me/ 
answered the baron in the same chilling accents. 

She looked at him attentively for a moment, 
then said, fiercely — 

* Why do you always address me thus ? Why 
assume this tone of cold indifference that cuts me 
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to the soul ? ' Then calming herself, said, more 
quietly, ' I have something to say to yon.' 

He bowed, and, with habitual politeness, mechan- 
ically placed her a chair. The lady waved it 
aside with a trick of manner that seemed very 
familiar to me, but I could not recall where I had 
seen it before. 

' I feel too excited to sit,' she cried. ' You, who 
are always calm and immovable cannot comprehend 
the furious, ungovernable workings of my heart 
You , who once loved me, now scorn and treat 
me with contempt on every available opportunity. 
Surely I have done nothing so very bad, so very 
much past forgiveness that you should subject me 
thus to such a life of misery. After all, it was for 
your sake, Bertie. Hear me,' she said, extending her 
hands towards him. 

' Hush ! for heaven's sake ! ' exclaimed the man 
she addressed, starting back. 

' No ; listen to me, Bertie, I love you ' — 

'Silence, I implore!' cried the baron, casting a 
scarcely perceptible glance towards the screen which 
hid me, 'or, if you must indulge this wild talk, 
speak German/ 

' You ask impossibilities. With a brain on fire, 
and mind almost deprived of reason, you ask 
me calmly to speak German. You can understand 



80 ONL Y A GIRL 

my language much better than ever I can express 
myself in yours. My teaching at last stands me 
in good stead. And to think/ she exclaimed, 
exciting herself afresh, ' that the sweet, endearing 
words I taught you should presently be lavished 
on this new baby-face that has lately arrived 
amongst us. Oh ! it is unendurable, it is ' 

'Stop! for the love of heaven, I beseech you 
stop/ cried the baron, his cool haughty manner 
changed to one of intense agony. 

'No! why should I stop? I have sought this 
opportunity, and luckily have found it. Oh ! 
Bertie ! You are cruel and unkind/ she cried, 
casting herself into the chair he had placed for her, 
and, covering her face, burst into tears. Then 
quickly dashing them aside, lifted her clasped 
hands to the agitated baron, saying in sweet affec- 
tionate accents — 

' Bertie, do not send me away miserable from you 
to-night. I implore it Bertie for the sake of our 
old love/ 

Then seeing her answer in his face, Olivia 
dropped on her knees, endeavouring to take his 
hand, exclaiming wildly, ' Oh ! don't let that simple, 
childish creature come between us, Bertie/ 

' For God's sake stop this madness/ cried Edel- 
stein, retreating from her with horror depicted 
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on his face, ' you know very well it is not she that 
comes between us. It dates further back. Rise, I 
implore, such a position does not befit you/ 

As she made no attempt to move he half -extended 
his hand to assist her. She grasped it, and bending 
her golden head pressed her lips to it. He started 
back as though stung by an adder, and extricated 
it from her hold. His movement reminded me of 
the Carnival, and then I knew it was this woman 
who had that day in the streets of Aix-la-Chapelle, 
accosted him in the costume of a flower girl. 

Gertie, Bertie, you cut me to the heart/ she 
cried, dragging herself towards him on her knees. 

'Cease this wild behaviour,' said the baron, 
changing his tone to one of stern authority. 

'If anyone should arrive, what a position for you 
to be found in/ 

' Oh ! Bertie, hear me ' — 

'If you do not rise, you will compel me to quit 
the room/ he said, sternly. 

' Bertie, listen — hear me ' — 

' No, not another word. When I think of how 
you treated me in the time gone by, I am surprised, 
you — 

'Forgive me, Bertie, forgive me/ entreated the 
woman on her knees. 
' Rise, we cannot speak with you in that position/ 
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' Listen to me then for a moment/ 

1 Not another instant/ 

1 Hear me ' — she pleaded. 

' I have listened over and over again to explana- 
tions almost as humiliating to me as to yourself. 
Rise, I beseech you/ 

' But, the barrier is removed ' — 

'The barrier can never be removed/ cried the 
baron interrupting her, and, making a movement 
towards the door. 

' Oh, Bertie! don't go but listen to me/ she almost 
screamed. 

' Never again/ replied the baron decidedly. 

' One word ' — 

' No/ he said, in a tone of voice not to be mistaken. 

' Then listen to me/ shrieked the enraged woman, 
rising from her knees and looking like an infuriated 
tigress. ' A great danger menaces her, the simple 
child that you in your lordly indolent way have 
chosen to admire — a great danger is hanging over 
her head I say. Let me see if your love, your ad- 
miration can protect her. I will not move one 
quarter of an inch to stay the blow descending. 
No/ she continued laughing wildly, 'but I will 
stand by and treat with the same scorn and con- 
tempt with which you always favour me — the 
misery I might have stopped, yes ' — 
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'Hold ! woman, are you mad V cried the baron. 
his attention arrested by her wild words. 

'At this present moment I happen to be sane. 
what I may be in a week it is impossible for me to 
say. Yes — a danger, cruel and dark threatens the 
child you ' — 

' Cease, and tell me, if you have any meaning in 
your mad talk/ 

' Ha, ha/ she laughed sardonically. ' So, I have 
touched a chord at last in your insensible heart. 
No, I am wrong, for I believe you have no heart/ 
The angry woman made a quick gesture with her 
hand : the same trick of manner which was familiar 
to me, and which gave me such unpleasant remem- 
brances, although utterly unable to recall where I 
had before seen it. 

'I am going, Baron Edelstein,' said Olivia, at 
last turning towards the door, 'and remember, if any 
danger arrives to the child you are fooling, that 
the weight of it lies on your head. You might 
have prevented it. The time may come when you 
will regret your conduct of to-day. Take care, 
Herr Baron, your cool contempt and insulting in- 
difference may recoil some day with redoubled 
force on your own head/ 

1 1 am prepared to abide by the consequences/ 
said her hearer, haughtily. 
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' Oh, do not think, Baron Edelstein, that for 
all your affectation of calm superiority, you can 
escape the revenge of a woman, goaded beyond 
endurance, and driven mad by studied indiffer- 
ence/ said the angry Olivia, arranging her hat, 
which had fallen to the ground in her excitement. 

The baron made no reply, but simply drew 
aside the curtain and opened the door, as a hint 
for her to depart. She turned and looked round 
the studio. 

'You have become rich, Herr Baron, since* — 
commenced Olivia, in a sneering tone, but he in- 
terrupted her with, 

'Pardon me, Fraulein, but I fancied you in- 
tended to depart/ 

' It was your wish that made you imagine such 
a preposterous thing. No, I intend to see your new 
pictures/ she remarked, coolly. 

' It is getting too dark this evening. I beg you 
to retire/ 

' You are exceedingly polite, Herr Baron. What 
is this picture you have on the easel ? ' inquired the 
golden-haired beauty, raising the cover on a canvas 
close by her hand. She dropped it suddenly, and 
dashed easel and picture together to the ground, 
and turning with a flushed, distorted face towards 
the baron, hissed out between her teeth, 
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'Expect no mercy from me. Fool the child and 
fool yourself as much, and for as long as you think 
fit; but do not forget that you will reap the conse- 
quences.' The possessor of the articles the angry 
Olivia had so ruthlessly cast to the ground remained 
immovable, merely demanding, in a calm voice — 

'Are you ready, Fraulein Olivia ? ' 

'Yes, Herr Baron, quite. It is late. You will 
descend with me ? ' she queried, wonderfully 
subdued after her sudden outburst of passion. 

'If you wish it/ he replied, following her from 
the atelier, but at the same time ringing the bell 
for Wilhelm, evidently thinking the servant's 
presence would effectually prevent any further 
continuation of a scene so disagreeably harrassing 
to one, at least, of the persons concerned. 



CHAPTER IX 

I reflected deeply on what had transpired before 
me, afraid to move from my position behind the 
screen in case the enraged Olivia, for the gratification 
of some wild freak, should think proper to return 
to the apartment. I wandered in my heart what 
the Prussian baron could think of her, what opinion 
he could form of one, who, devoid of all self-respect, 
and womanly reserve, threw herself at his feet, 
confessing her love for him in the wildest and most 
impassioned terms. The more I thought of the 
words she had used, the more I wondered at her 
audacity ; and although alone, in partial darkness, 
I felt a burning blush suffuse my cheek. Moreover, 
how strange it seemed that Olivia and the flower- 
girl, who, at the Carnival, had so determinedly 
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placed herself before the baron, should be one and 
the same. It scarcely seemed probable, but if so, 
who was the man in the grotesque costume, that, 
like her shadow, never seemed to quit her side. 
All this worried and confused me. Her threats 
alarmed me. I felt as though an invisible net were 
gradually, but surely surrounding me, and, struggle 
as I might, I should be utterly unable to free myself 
from its meshes. 

By the time I heard the sound of the baron's 
steps returning towards the studio, I had worked 
myself into a fit of feverish excitement which 
I felt very difficult to control. He opened the 
door and looked around. Not seeing me he im- 
mediately hastened to the screen which hid me 
from his view. 

' Still a prisoner ! ' he exclaimed, taking my hand 
and drawing me forward, ' why did you stay there 
so long, little one ? ' 

' Hush ! don't speak so to me please. I must 
go home now, it is late/ replied I, in husky tones. 

'I beg your pardon, Miss Lyle, and also for 
the manner in which, through unavoidable circum- 
stances, I have been compelled to treat you on 
your first visit to my atelier/ he said. Then 
adding bitterly, 'You need not have been so 
frightened to enter, for you see you are not the 
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only lady that honours my studio with her pre- 
sence/ 

' Let me go, it is late/ 1 repeated, moving towards 
the door. 

* Yes, one moment. I will fetch my hat. What 
excuse can we make to your aunt. I am afraid she 
will think you are lost. It must be a long time 
since the carriage returned home/ 

' Do make haste, please/ I cried earnestly, as 
I thought of the state of excitement my aunt 
would be in when the day began gradually to 
grow darker and darker without my return. 

The Prussians eye glanced at the decanter as he 
passed, so he exclaimed — 

* Poor child, how fatigued you must be ! How 
cruel I am ; but take a glass of wine now. It 
will do you good/ He commenced pouring some 
out. 

' Oh, no, do make haste, I implore ! ' exclaimed I, 
running quickly to the heavy velvet hanging and 
raising it excitedly. 

' Allow me/ said my companion, hastening after 
me and opening the door, through which I gladly 
passed. The nobleman followed me, and it was not 
long before we were once again in the street, 
turning the corner of which we saw some convey- 
ances standing for hire. The baron raised his stick, 
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which quickly brought a fly to our side. When we 
had entered I inquired, 

'What can I say to aunt? She will think it 
most extraordinary for me to be out so long/ 

' Leave all to me, child, I will arrange it,' was his 
reply. I did not quite like the habit he had 
adopted lately, of calling me ' child ' and ' little one, 
but he said it so quietly and naturally, I found it 
impossible to take offence. The distance not being 
great we socn arrived before the gates of aunt's 
grounds, where my companion dismissed the fly, 
and we walked together up the avenue. 

* Leave all to me, remember/ he whispered as we 
ascended the steps. 

My cousin had seen us from the window, so she 
flew to open the door, exclaiming in mingled 
German and English, 

' Ob, Nelly, we thought you were veloren. Wo 
bist dvu gewesenV (Lost. Where have you been?) 
at the same time taking my hands, and drawing 
me into the already lighted room, where my aunt 
and Olivia were seated, the latter looking as if she 
had not quitted the house all the afternoon. A 
shower of questions impossible to answer greeted 
my entrance, which somewhat abated when they 
saw the distinguished form of my companion, hat in 
hand, following me closely. The astonishment of 
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Olivia, I could see, was intense when she saw I was 
not alone, but accompanied by the dark-eyed aristo- 
cratic Prussian, who she had so lately seen, and 
threatened in no measured terms in his studio. 
Strange to say the baron made no allusion to me, 
either on that day or afterwards of the visit she 
had paid him, but appeared to entirely forget the 
event as though it had never occurred. 

' Where have you been, Nelly ? ' was the first 
intelligible question I heard my aunt ask in broken 
English. Before I could reply, Baron Edelstein 
stepped forward saying, ^ 

1 Miss Lyle has been quite safe under my care/ 

At this remark I saw an incredulous look on the 
face of the golden haired beauty. 

'But where have you kept her .so long, Bertie?' 
continued my aunt. 

He replied calmly and quietly, enunciating each 
word very distinctly, as he for a moment glanced at 
Olivia. 

' I wished Miss Lyle to see a new picture that I 
thought might interest her ; so, meeting her to-day 
alone in the street I ventured to ask her to accom- 
pany me. She was kind enough to comply with 
my request, but owing to its being displaced I am 
afraid she did not gain a very good view/ 

1 It is false ! ' exclaimed Olivia, rising in angry 
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excitement from her seat, but upon the baron 
elevating his eyebrows in the slightest degree as 
he glanced at her, she seemed to recollect herself, 
and mumbling something in a confused way, began 
to pick up the various cottons she had thrown 
down in her impulsive movement. 

' Olivia ! what can you know about it ? ' inquired 
my aunt, in astonishment. 

' Nothing ; but when I was out to-day I fancied 
I saw the Herr Baron's figure in the distance and 
— alone' 

As Olivia said the last word she glanced signi- 
ficantly at the man she adored. I was astounded. 
I wondered how she ever dare regard him again, 
after what had taken place that afternoon between 
them. 

' I do not understand/ said my aunt, completely 
mystified, looking from one to the other. Then 
addressing her cousin, asked ' Where was the pic- 
ture, Bertie ? At the Ausstellung ? ' (Exhibition.) 

* There were many pictures there, but I am sorry 
she could not see the one I wished/ he replied, 
evading a direct answer. 

' Well, never mind, you can take her another 
time, but it will be almost better if Hedwig goes 
with you ; for remember, Bertie, you are not quite 
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the grandfather you always pretend to imagine 
yourself/ laughed my aunt, now quite satisfied. 

I could riot refrain from glancing at Olivia. The 
bright light shone on her golden hair and flushed, 
beautiful face. She looked wondrously lovely as 
she sat there in her shimmering silk and dainty 
laces, with bent head, regarding her work, trying 
to appear unconcerned in the conversation carried 
on before her ; yes, she looked superbly beautiful 
at that moment, but in another instant she raised 
her eyes to mine, and in them I saw such a gleam 
of intense hatred, that I recoiled back in terror 
and confusion, and a low cry escaped me. 

* What is it, Miss Lyle ? ' I heard the voice of 
Bertie Edelstein asking. It seemed as though he 
were speaking from a long way off, as a rushing 
sound filled my ears, and I endeavoured to stagger 
to a chair for support. I remembered no more. 



CHAPTER X 

The morning after that wretched evening when I 
felt for certain how intensely the baffled Olivia 
hated me, I was attacked with a fever which lasted 
several weeks. I had at last succumbed under the 
weight of trouble and suffering that had pressed so 
heavily on me the few previous months. I was 
young, so fortunately I soon regained my usual 
health and strength. They told me that I was 
changed in personal appearance very much since 
my illness, my aunt declared it was for the better, 
but when I looked in the glass I could distinguish 
no difference, except that I was two or three shades 
paler. Whether it was an improvement or not I 
could not say. Olivia took no notice of me ; we 
scarcely ever exchanged a word. As the weeks 
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rolled by I began to think she had overcome her 
dislike to me, so addressed her occasionally, but 
she always answered in sullen monosyllables. 

Baron Edelstein came often — very often — as he 
had promised the golden haired beauty, two even- 
ings after my arrival in Wilhelmsdorf. He was 
always kind and courteous towards me, and calm 
and icily polite towards Olivia. I often wondered 
how she could stay in a house where she was so 
continually subjected to his presence, and, what 
must have been worse to her, to his cold chilling 
behaviour. Thus the time quietly rolled on; 
weeks, months, nay, years, passed by unnoticed. 
We visited a great deal with the people residing 
within driving distance from my aunt's house. 
Occasional balls were given by her friends, and 
returned by her. I always enjoyed them im- 
mensely, and, began, at last, to quite forget the 
worries and troubles belonging to my old life. 

My dear friend, Mr Berrington, came over many 
times in the interval to see me. On his last visit 
he declared, that if he had not known me so well 
from my earliest childhood, he should be totally 
unable to recognise the dark stately young lady of 
nineteen, for * his little bouncing Nelly of yore/ 
I must have indeed changed, then, I thought, as 
I surveyed myself in a mirror, and as I looked, my 
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nose appeared to me almost straight. I looked, and 
looked again in dumb admiration, for I verily 
began to think it did not turn up in the least. 
Oh ! what joy I experienced at this discovery. 
That was Mr Berrington's reason then, I thought, 
when he asked me so comically if I had used 
the nose-machine lately. I had grown taller, that I 
knew, also stouter ; but to be so completely changed 
in appearance, as Mr Berrington said, seemed im- 
possible. However, if he said so, I was willing 
to take it for granted, and turned away from 
the glass with a relieved smile, and, I am afraid, 
half-triumphant air. 

Why, after all, should I be triumphant ? Why 
should I experience such a wild thrill of delight, 
when I found I was not ugly ? I am ashamed to 
confess that it was because I had been taking much 
— far too much interest in the haughty, handsome 
Prussian, Baron Edelstein. Of late he had been 
paying me marked attention ; how happy it made 
me I cannot express, but I had tried not to show it, 
and even went so far as to discourage'Jiim in every 
way. But still I could not help being glad that 
nature had been kinder to me than I thought her. 

Bertie Edelstein was always so gentle, kind, and 
considerate towards me ; sometimes'he even seemed 
to know what I wanted before I knew it myself. 
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He anticipated my every wish. Always before 
going to a party he sent me a bouquet and flowers 
for my hair. He possessed such exquisite taste that 
I could always wear them, for he seemed by some 
means to , divine the dress in which I intended to 
array myself, and sent me flowers that harmonised 
exactly with the colour. Sometimes I fancied he 
ascertained the fact from Hedwig, but could not say. 
This bouquet sending was a continual cause of 
strife between my aunt and the baron. She de- 
clared, that in Germany, such a thing was unknown 
unless the gentleman were a Brautigam. A word 
she used, and we have no equivalent, meaning the 
fiance, or gentleman that is engaged to be married 

to a lady. 

« 

He laughed quietly, but continued sending them 
all the same. This rather enraged my aunt, then 
she changed her tactics, and told me that I ought 
not to wear them ; but I always said, that they 
were so well chosen, and exactly what I wanted, 
that I had not the heart to give them up. Both of 
which statements were scrupulously correct. It 
cut Olivia to the soul, to see me wearing his 
flowers. I knew it, but she was so rude and in- 
solent to me, that at last I became careless with 
regard to causing her pain. She never studied me. 
When she could put me in a bad light, or false 
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position, she always did so. Hie last three j 
had detracted nothing from her appearance. She 
was as magnificent and queenly - looking as 
formerly. Her bright golden hair, the rosy flash 
on her radiant features, the glimmer of her pearly 
teeth when she smiled, and the sparkle of her eyes, 
were all as beautiful as before. It was onlv for 
me she looked sullen, and even sometimes ill at 
ease. I had learned not to notice it, and we treated 
each other almost as strangers. 

One night, immediately after dinner, a letter 
came for her by the evening post How it re- 
minded me of a similar time, just three years ago. 
Only, this evening, she was standing under the gas- 
light for a moment, busy with some intricate stiches 
of lace-work, when the missive was handed to her. 
After she had glanced at the superscription, tore 
open the envelope, and hastily cast her eyes over 
the contents, she performed almost the same pan- 
tomime as on that other evening three years ago. 
She looked uneasily towards me, and paled visibly 
at the same time, putting her hand to her head, 
and murmuring : 

' It is fate, I would have spared ' 

The last word I did not catch, but I could not 
but believe her remark was intended for me. I 

felt inexpressibly nervous and frightened. A chill 

G 
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that I had not for years experienced crept over me, 
and it was with difficulty I refrained from scream- 
ing aloud. 

This time Olivia neither fainted nor quitted the 
apartment, but deliberately refolded her letter, 
which she placed in her pocket. Then seating her- 
self, silently resumed her work. It was I that 
was excited and ill this evening. Scarcely could 
I wait with common patience till the retiring 
hour. 

Baron Edelstein was present. Latterly he had 
formed the habit of spending a couple of hours 
almost every evening in my aunt's drawing-room. 
How I wished that I could find a moment, un- 
observed by the others, to speak to him ; to ask 
his opinion of the words I had heard Olivia mutter. 
I had learned, unconsciously, to lean upon his 
advice, and rely upon his judgment in all matters 
that concerned me, either great or small, so it 
is scarcely to be wondered at, that at this juncture 
I should wish to fly to him for help and counsel. I 
felt I could not rest till I had made him acquainted 
with the danger that apparently threatened me. I 
tried to form plans to manage it as I sat there on a 
low chair, shivering so excessively, that the needle 
I was using dropt from my fingers, but nothing 
could I devise. At last chance befriended me. My 
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aunt, who had complained of a violent headache all 
day, said she would retire to rest a little earlier : 
asking Bertie Edelstein to see to the house fasten- 
ings for her. As Olivia did not attempt to move, 
my aunt looked at us, evidently with the intention 
that we should accompany her. My heart sank, 
for then I knew my chance of conversing alone 
with the baron was at an end. On bidding him 
' Good-night ' he held my hand longer than necessary 
as he looked down curiously and inquiringly into 
my face, as though he had read my heart, and 
divined my unexpressed desire. 

' I wish I could say something to you/ 1 murmured 
hurriedly. 

He pressed my fingers re-assuringly, but quickly 
dropped my hand on my aunts approach. When I 
reached my chamber I made no attempt to undress, 
but paced the room incessantly backwards and for- 
wards. I thought of Olivia and the uneasy glitter 
in her eye when she looked at me. I felt harassed 
and tormented in my mind beyond measure, that 
she — the golden-haired, malicious beauty should 
hold, as it were, a sword, suspended by a single 
hair, above my head, and that I, the poor struggling 
victim, should be wholly unaware of what moment 
the weapon should descend. The thought was un- 
endurable. I could support it no longer, so I threw 
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open the door of my chamber, determining to con- 
front Olivia, and force from her the secret she 
appeared to hold over my existence, or make her 
confess her behaviour of this evening was only a 
paltry trick, purposely played to frighten and alarm 
me. I had not made a step across the threshold 
before I drew back appalled by the darkness and 
quietness of the passages beyond. I waited an 
instant, then distinctly heard the sound of someone 
moving below. I wondered who it could be, but a 
moment's reflection convinced me that it must be 
Baron Edelstein, whom my aunt had deputed to 
fasten the house for the night. I was surprised he 
should have remained so long, for under any 
ordinary circumstances he would have departed 
long since. Then the thought suddenly struck me 
— that if I could see him for five minutes and 
unburden my mind to him, I could rest more com- 
fortably for the night. I listened intently to assure 
myself that the servants had retired to rest, then 
crossing to the stairhead, looked below. It was all 
quiet ; the only sound to be heard was the step of 
the baron as he seemed to be impatiently moving 
about in the apartment we had quitted half-an-hour 
before. Presently the drawing-room door was 
opened, and after what appeared an instant's 
hesitation was shut. I longed to descend, but 
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dared not. It was all so still. Then I heard his 
steps cross the vestibule, after which came within 
my view the white hand with its massive signet 
ring, that I remembered so well seeing at Aix-la- 
Chapelle in a somewhat similar position. It was 
raised in order to turn off the light hanging above 
his head. If I did not decide to descend quickly 
the opportunity would be lost. I stood breathless, 
not knowing what to do. The baron's uplifted 
hand rested an instant on the small tap, but in the 
very act it dropped again, and the handsome 
Prussian made a step forward which brought him 
immediately under the ray of light and within my 
range of vision. He stood with bent head, pulling 
thoughtfully at his heavy moustache. Now or 
never, I thought, as I made one step in his direction, 
when just at the moment he raised his head from 
its stooping position, and with a half-expectant, 
half-impatient glance around, lifted his hand and 
extinguished the flame. I could have struck myself, 
so angry was I at losing the opportunity almost 
given to me. I heard him take his hat from the 
stand, and presently unlatch and draw open the 
heavy ponderous door. I trembled with excitement, 
and summoning all my courage ran swiftly down the 
stairs I wore an evening dress of soft black net, so I 
was easily enabled to flit through the darkness, and 
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drop, like a large moth, noiselessly at his side. For 
an instant I could not speak. My companion was 
not in the least surprised at my sudden appearance, 
for he took my hand quietly in his, saying in a 
low tone, 

' How long you have been, little one/ 

' Did you expect me then ¥ I demanded. 

' Most certainly. I have waited purposely. You 
said you wished to speak to me. I thought at last, 
that you must have been detained by your aunt/ 

' Oh, yes, so I do want to speak to you very 
badly/ I whispered. ' It is about Olivia, she 
frightens me so. What is the meaning of that 
letter she received to-night ¥ 

' It has no meaning, I expect. She is full of 
eccentricities. Take no notice of her. Why 
have you avoided me so, lately, child ? ' As the 
baron asked this, he softly stroked my hand, which 
he still retained. 

* Don't perplex me now with questions/ I replied 
drawing it abruptly away from his clasp. ' I really 
am very much worried about this letter. Oh, do 
help me/ I continued, looking up piteously in his 
face. 

' Remember little one, that the lady had a 
similar communication three years ago. It has 
ended in nothing you see. Do not distress your- 
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self, child. Nothing, you have done in your short 
life, could merit a punishment from the hands of 
anyone, much less from those of Fraulein Olivia.' 

I shuddered as he said this. Ah ! He little knew. 
He little knew. After all it was useless to ask 
advice of one who was not acquainted with the 
whole facts of a case. I turned wearily from him. 

' Going away so unceremoniously, Nelly ? ' 
inquired the baron reproachfully. 

' Forgive me ! * I exclaimed, extending my hand 
to him. 

He took my proffered hand in both his own, say- 
ing tenderly, as he bent low to try and gain a 
glimpse of my face in the almost total darkness, 

' This is not the time or place, I know ; but I 
should like to say something, child ' — 

' Hush ! ' I exclaimed. ' Not now. Good-night.' 

' Promise me not to worry yourself, little one,' he 
entreated, in a low voice. 

Before I could answer a muffled noise, as if from 
the direction of the stairs, was distinguishable. 
We both remained motionless. The only audible 
sound was the faint rustle of the leaves outside 
in the garden, wafted about in the soft summer 
night air. It was inexpressibly quiet and almost 
dark, for although we were standing by the still 
open door, very little light came in through the 
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aperture, as the moon was obscured by a heavy- 
cloud. 

In an instant a sharp whisper broke the silence. 

' Bertie.' 

' Hush ! ' I whispered in my companion's ear, 
horror-stricken at recognizing the voice of one 
whom I felt to be my enemy. 

He pressed my hand, but I hastily drew it away, 
and quietly concealed myself outside, amongst the 
heavy shadows in the portico. 

' Bertie/ repeated the voice, a trifle louder. 

' Who is there ? ' demanded the baron, in a loud 
stern voice, which startled me, and seemed quite 
out of keeping with the deep silence which reigned 
around. 

' Hush ! Do you wish to rouse the household ? ' 
was the response, in whispered tones; in another 
instant Olivia was by his side. 

' I have locked up the house, and am going/ re- 
marked the baron, icily. 

' You have been a long time. I have been 
watching for you in the garden. I unfastened the 
dining-room window, after you had bolted it. 
Finding you were so long, I returned the same 
way; when crossing the hall I saw your figure 
outlined against the sky. What has kept you so 
long ? You are not smoking/ she said, suspiciously. 
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' Evidently, then, she has not seen me/ 1 thought. 
Receiving no answer, she continued, 

' Bertie Edelstein, I have sought yon to-night to 
tell you, that if anything happens to the child I 
know you love, I have not willed it. Believe me. 
I say it now, for to-morrow it may be too late. I 
am better than you think me, Bertie. I would 
even have prevented the descending blow. I did 
prevent it three years ago, Bertie. You will never 
credit it, I know, but it is true, nevertheless. I 
threatened you, that day, in your atelier, but I 
could not keep my vow. It was not for the sake 
of the child upstairs, oh, no: but for your sake, 
Bertie, for yours. I would not have you suffer.' 

' You do me too much honour, Fraulein Olivia.' 

' Have you no heart,' she demanded, passion- 
ately, 'when I tell you that to-morrow may 
perhaps be the last time you will ever see the 
only one for whom, perhaps, at times, your cold 
heart beats a little faster, when I tell you that, 
you still stand like a marble statue and tell me I 
do you honour. You are incomprehensible. Baron 
Edelstein/ 

' If there is any meaning in your wild talk, tell 
me, can I prevent the approaching calamity ? ' de- 
manded her hearer. 

1 No, you cannot/ she responded decisively. 
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' But it was not for that I came here to-night. I 
have warned you enough. It was to tell you that 
you must acquit roe of all blame in the matter, if 
on the morrow such a calamity arises. For I 
would have arrested it, Bertie, indeed I would. 
Believe me, I implore.' 

' Listen to me, Fraulein Olivia. If what you say 
is true, you have no right to keep your knowledge 
of certain events that may be passing a secret.' 

'May be passing* repeated Olivia, laughing 
wildly; the sound of which made me shiver and 
tremble in the night air. I tell you they are 
passing ; the end is at hand, and both you and I are 
powerless to prevent it.' 

' Woman ! ' exclaimed the baron in low, concen- 
trated tones, his voice vibrating strangely through 
the darkened vestibule. ' Are you not satisfied 
with the ills you have brought upon yourself, that 
you must needs glory in another's danger. I dare 
you to prove your horrible assertions/ 

The girl he thus addressed remained silent for a 
moment. When she next spoke, her manner had 
undergone a sudden change, as she said in a 
subdued voice — 

' It may not be so bad, Bertie. It is my anxiety 
for you which perhaps exaggerates the evil. I 
came here to-night, at this unseasonable hour 
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to tell you, that if such should arise to the child 
you idolise, that I am innocent. Believe it, Bertie, 
she continued, laying her hand on his arm, 'I 
would like you sometimes to think of me at my 
best. Good-night/ 

Saying these last words, she abruptly quitted his 
side, and with a faint rustling movement, vanished 
into the darkness. The nobleman waited an 
instant to assure himself of her departure. At last 
hearing the muffled sound of a door closed softly, 
he advanced a few steps, extending his hand into 
the obscurity of the portico. 

* Little one/ he whispered. 

I came out from my hiding place cold and 
shivering. 

'How you tremble, child. Do not heed that 
foolish woman's wild ravings/ 

' You do not know. You do not know/ I mut- 
tered, covering my face with my hands in mortal 
agony. 

'Hush! little one. I cannot bear to see you 
grieve/ said my companion in agitated tones, bend- 
ing his head low towards me, and taking my hand 
in his, raised it to his lips. 

' Not that, not that, I beseech you/ I ejaculated 
in excited tones, breaking from him in horror and 
dismay, and without even wishing him good-night, 



io8 ONLY A GIRL 

flew from his presence, to hurriedly ascend the 
stairs and enter my chamber. When there, I flung 
myself on my knees beside my couch in the wildest 
despair, and gave away to an ungovernable agony 
of grief. 

I spent the night in pacing my room unceasingly, 
but at last when morning began to dawn, I threw 
myself, habited as I was in my evening dress, upon 
the bed, and endeavoured to compose my mind, and 
arrange my confused thoughts. By eight o'clock, 
the one fixed idea in my brain was to telegraph for 
my ever true friend, Mr Berrington. He knew the 
events of my past life, and was after all the right 
one to advise me. Yes, I would send a telegram, 
but the difficulty arose of how to convey it to the 
office without the knowledge of mv relatives. I 
resolved to trust to chance, hoping it would 
befriend me. That morning I descended to break- 
fast harassed and perplexed in mind. As the 
hours of the day passed on, and I could find no 
excuse for going out alone, my temples throbbed 
and my brain seemed on fire with suppressed 
excitement. At last, resolving to risk discovery, 
I ran quickly from the room, seeking my hat and 
gloves. Having found them, I carried them in my 
hand until I reached the garden, where I en- 
countered Olivia. I had chosen, to avoid obser- 
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vation, one of the side avenues. There I found 
her wandering about restlessly, with a pale and 
harassed countenance. She glanced suspiciously 
at me as I passed, but we exchanged no word, and 
I continued on my way trembling and ill at ease. 
This unfortunate contretemps with my golden- 
haired enemy was the last that I could have 
desired. When I gained the road I looked back 
many times, almost expecting to see her graceful, 
undulating form following me in the distance. 
However, to my infinite relief, I felt myself free 
from observation, as I darted quickly into the 
office, from which I could send my messsge to Mr 
Berrington. It did not take long to arrange, 
and, having despatched my telegram, I hastened 
towards home, feeling more comfortable and 
settled in my mind. As I entered the gate of my 
aunts grounds on my return, I devoutly hoped 
that my absence had not been discovered, for in 
such an event I knew not what answer I should 
make to the numerous questions that were sure 
to be directed towards me. For I could not have 
explained to them the feeling of dread and utter 
loneliness that oppressed me, and had induced me 
to telegraph a message across the sea, in order to 
bring my dear and ever true friend to my side. 
Turning into one of the bye-paths, I walked 
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quietly and very slowly alone, for the afternoon 
was very warm, and I enjoyed resting in the cool 
shade under the trees, shielded from the hot June 
sun, which was pouring down its fierce rays upon 
the smiling earth. 

As I moved listlessly under the shadows, I 
observed occasionally, the glimmer amongst the 
green foliage, of the light cambric dress Olivia had 
worn that morning. I was somewhat surprised to 
see her still wandering about alone in these quiet 
paths. But on looking again, I ascertained to 
my astonishment, that she had a companion — and a 
male one. I wondered whom it could be. A 
jealous pang shot through my heart when I thought 
of the possibility of its being Bertie Edelstein. 
I knew very well the Prussian nobleman avoided 
her on every occasion, and moreover, that he was 
not in the habit of paying his visits so early in the 
afternoon. I could not obtain a good view of 
his form, but whoever he might be, he appeared to 
be listening intently to the low toned remarks of 
his beautiful companion. It was altogether unlike 
the manner of Bertie Edelstein, but I could not 
divest myself of the idea that it was he. I almost 
began to envy Olivia, her bright golden hair and 
queenly form. Yet, I only too well knew, it 
was not right for me to endeavour to gain the 
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handsome baron's affections, for I should never 
be able to give him the return he would naturally 
demand. I was aware of all this, yet I was utterly 
unable to help tormenting myself with jealous 
doubts and queries. I stood there in the path, 
under the shade of the trees, the hot summer 
sun gleaming through the branches, making curious, 
fantastic patterns in the gravel before me. I re- 
mained motionless, staring in front of me, watching 
intently the two forms, but indistinctly revealed 
through the thick foliage. They appeared to be in 
close and earnest conversation. My limbs trembled, 
the blood rushed to my head, leaving my brain on 
fire. I could bear it no longer, but resolved to 
confront the two who thus met clandestinely 
almost within sight of my aunt's dwelling. On the 
impulse of the moment I quickly ran to the end of 
the avenue, and took another to the left, which 
I knew, with turning once again, would bring me 
face to face with the couple standing there con- 
versing so confidentially together. My heart gave 
one great throb, and then stood still; for as I 
turned the corner I was petrified with horror to see 
in the man before me, not the Prussian baron, 
as I had deemed, but the form of the cold, cal- 
culating, yet jaunty man of fashion — my husband. 



CHAPTER XI 

Yes, my husband, in those few moments that I 
stood there transfixed with horror, regarding the 
man before me with a terrible loathing — oh, how 
devoutly I wished that those brief words I had 
said by my father's death-bed, more than three years 
ago, had never been uttered by me, or that they 
could be blotted out from my mind in such a 
manner that I could hurl defiance in the teeth of 
my tormentor. I resolved that no power on earth 
should prevail upon me to put myself under his 
control. I nerved myself to the struggle. When 
Olivia murmured an introduction, I glanced care- 
lessly at Sir Richard, and bowed haughtily. He 
raised his hat and — joy inexpressible : I was sure 
he did not recognise me. For a moment I felt 
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delirious with overwhelming happiness, then with a 
strong effort controlled my agitation enough to 
make some trivial remark about the heat of the 
day. During the first short interval of silence after 
an introduction, I distinctly heard Olivia mutter, 

' I was wrong then, after all/ 

Glancing at her as she spoke, I saw a confused, 
wondering expression on her face, difficult to 
account for. 

We all three turned and walked slowly towards 
the house. 

' Yes, I am inclined to think it is hotter here than 
in England/ answered Sir Richard, in reply to a 
remark of mine. ' I begin to think that must be 
the reason for my sister's desire to keep me away 
from the place. Whenever of late I said I would 
pay her a visit, she has always put me off with 
some trifling excuse. It quite annoyed me, I assure 
you. So this time I only gave her a day's warning. 
What mischief has she been brewing, Miss Lyle, 
that she is afraid her loving brother will dis- 
cover ? ' continued Sir Richard, in a half-bantering 
tone. 

Olivia remained inexplicably quiet. I looked at 
the man I knew only too well was my husband. 
He did nojb know it, of that I felt certain. He 
little thought, that the girl, walking by his side 
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under the trees, that warm June afternoon, was the 
one he had sought for, far and near, without success. 
How thankful I felt, that I had changed so much 
in personal appearance. Never could I have 
believed it, without such evident proof. True, my 
husband had seen me but on very rare occasions 
before that wretched morning, which saw me tied 
to him for life. At all such times, I had been 
morose and quiet, with sullen expression and tear- 
stained cheeks. His visits had never given me 
pleasure, and I never had tried to make him 
believe that they did. Time had passed since then, 
I detested him as much as ever, in fact, I believe I 
thoroughly hated him ; for I felt that he, and he 
alone, stood between me and a certain handsome 
Prussian, whom I knew I should adore to my life's 
end. Wicked, perhaps it was, but none the less 
could I prevent it. What an extraordinary decree 
of fate I felt it to be, that I should unwittingly seek 
a refuge from my husband's persecution under the 
very roof that sheltered his sister. 

Ah, dear heaven, had I suspected it, rather would 
I have fled to the furthermost ends of the world. 
What misery must I now experience, if Sir Richard 
Hardinge was to be our daily companion for days, 
weeks, nay, perhaps for months. Such seemed 
very likely to be the case, for as the time rolled on, 
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Olivias brother still remained in Wilhelmsdorf. 
He ostensibly lived at a hotel, but he spent the 
greater part of each day at my aunt's, and in our 
walks and drives, Sir Richard was oar self-con- 
stituted escort. As the weeks passed on, he never 
recognised me. How thankful I felt now, that I 
had called myself latterly by own mothers maiden 
name, which was also the second name given to me 
at my baptism. He never knew I possessed it. 
He suspected nothing, I was sure of it ; but to my 
unspeakable horror, at the end of a month, he 
began to display an open admiration for me exces- 
sively annoying, and overwhelmed me with atten- 
tions, which exasperated me beyond endurance. I 
repulsed him on every occasion, but yet was afraid 
to annoy him too much, for fear he should discover 
in my incensed features too great a resemblance to 
the little girl, who had declared with so much pas- 
sion and energy, three years ago, that she would 
rather die than unite herself to such a cold 
heartless man of fashion. The agony of mind I 
endured was intense. Each morning that I awoke 
I feared lest some unforeseen event during the day 
should reveal to him my identity. To be seriously 
angry with Sir Richard, I dared not ; the result of 
which was, everyone imagined I willingly accepted 
his attentions, and even perhaps, reciprocated his 
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affection. The worst of it was, Baron Edelstein 
believed it too. I could see it by his grave and 
silent manner. It made me very unhappy. I could 
not bear that Bertie should think I felt any affec- 
tion for a man, who was in every way, so much his 
inferior. I felt miserable, so miserable, that I 
thought sometimes I must make my escape from 
Wilhelmsdorf, but the presence of the one I loved 
chained me to the spot. Tortured as I was, I yet 
preferred to remain in the vicinity of the noble, 
chivalrous Prussian, than give him entirely up to 
the wiles of the golden haired Olivia. 

Olivia, the sister of my husband ! The more I 
dwelt upon the fact the stranger I thought it. 
That accounted then for the little trick of manner 
I had so often noticed in her, but could not 
remember where I had seen it previously. Of 
course, being Sir Richard Hardinge's sister, she had 
acquired some of his gestures, although so unlike 
him in personal appearance. 

One warm evening in the beginning of August, 
after dressing for dinner, I descended to the drawing- 
room, and stepped out upon the balcony, through 
the open glass windows, it being about the coolest 
place I could find. It had been insufferably hot all 
day. A burning sun overhead, and scarcely a 
breath of air. Notwithstanding, my aunt and 
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cousin had gone for a drive into the country. I had 
refused accompanying them at the last moment on 
the plea of a violent headache. It was really true, 
but I believe the more cogent reason was that I had 
ascertained Sir Richard was to be of the party. 
After they had started, I rested for about an hour 
on the couch in my own apartment, but not feeling 
much revived, I arose and arrayed myself in the 
coolest dinner dress I could find, then found my 
way to the drawing-room balcony. 

I leant against the balustrade for some moments 
inhaling the fragrance of the flowers, which now 
began to droop their heads, as if reposing, faint 
and weary, after a hard battle against the tierce 
rays of a hot August sun. 

I stood there enjoying the quiet and repose of 
the scene for several minutes, then fell into a 
reverie, from which I was soon disagreeably 
awakened. I heard a faint sound behind me, and 
turned round to see the figure of Sir Richard 
Hardinge filling the aperture formed by the frame 
of the open window. I coloured with vexation. 

'Beautiful vision/ was his first remark as he 
regarded me with a look of mock ecstasy. 

'How have you come back so soon?' queried 
I, somewhat discourteously. 

' I never went, Miss Lyle.' 
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1 But my aunt '- 



'Is still away, as far as I know, with your 
cousin. I sent Olivia in my place. For surely you 
cannot but know, Miss Lyle/ said Sir Richard, 
advancing towards me, ' that I can find pleasure 
nowhere but in your society/ 

'I have a headache and feel low-spirited. My 
society will not be a source of pleasure to any- 
one this evening, I imagine/ replied I moving 
towards the drawing-room. 

' Stay a moment, I implore/ said my companion, 
taking my hand, which I immediately withdrew. 
' It is stifling indoors. Let me procure you a 
chair/ 

He reached one for me, and I sank wearily 
down. 

He stood for a minute silently by my side, then 
remarked in a half -subdued voice, c I did not think 
I should be so fortunate as to meet such a charm- 
ing fellow-countrywoman in this sleepy old town. 
I am quite delighted; overjoyed in fact. I wish 
though, sometimes, you would treat me a little less 
coolly. Do you know, Miss Lyle, there is only one 
person in this world I envy. Can you guess to 
whom I refer ? ' 

I shook my head. 

' It's that Prussian fellow, who has the run of the 
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house, and comes here every day. It's plain to see 
what he comes for. You admire him very much, 
Miss Lyle, do you not ? ' 

'I think him very handsome/ I replied, trying to 
curb my impatience at his half-rude speeches. 

' So do I. That is a fact, but still I could very 
well dispense with his company. He monopolises 
too much of your attention/ 

' He is so often here ; he seems just like a 
brother to us all/ I remarked, at the same time, 
hating myself for attempting to exonerate my con- 
duct to him. 

'If I could only think that you cared for him 
but as a brother/ said Sir Richard, bending down 
towards me. 

I shuddered, wondering how he, a married man, 
dared address me in such language. 

' You are not angry/ he continued. c Tell me, I 
may hope/ 

c No, no, no/ I exclaimed, starting from my seat. 
1 Hope nothing from me/ 

He stepped back, astonished at my vehemence. 

I controlled myself instantly, saying gently, 

' I beg of you Sir Richard, never again to speak 
to me in such terms/ 

' My beautiful angel, I would not annoy you for 
the world, but it is not in the power of mortal man 
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to obey you. Treat me as you will, your colours I 
will always wear/ he said, stooping and picking up 
a tiny orange bow, that had fallen from my dress, 
which he fastened in his buttonhole. 

' Why will you persist in talking thus V I de- 
manded despairingly. 

' Teach me what to say, my beautiful one, and 
I will be a willing pupil/ And the man who 
had once tried to take my life, now lifted my hand 
to his lips and imprinted a kiss upon it. 

At that moment I glanced into the garden, and 
saw advancing in our direction across the lawn the 
well-known form, with its lithe graceful bearing, of 
the only man I knew I could ever love. 

I stood there, transfixed for the moment, my 
hand clasped in that of my husband, but my heart 
and soul going out to meet the manly, chivalrous 
demi-god that I felt now I more than adored. 

Under the balcony he looked straight up into my 
eyes as he lifted his hat from his brow. 

'May I come up?' was all he said in a quiet 
tone, but I could see a heavy trouble in the depths 
of his dark eyes. 

I nodded my head, and annoyed beyond measure 
that he should have seen me in that position, 
snatched my hand from Sir Richard, and dashed 
into the drawing-room. 
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My late companion, astonished at the sudden 
apparition under the balcony, followed me quickly 
into the apartment, and making a hasty adieu, soon 
departed. I flung myself into a low fauteuil, 
utterly miserable and depressed. 

In an instant the door opened, and Baron 
Edelstein entered I trembled excessively. With- 
out looking up I knew that he was standing in 
front of me. 

There was a moment's silence, then he said in 
a low, reproachful voice — 

' Little one, I had hoped you loved me.' 

' It is better to hope nothing in this world/ 1 said, 
with a shiver, using almost the same words I had 
said to Sir Richard, a few moments before. 

Another moment's silence, then the baron again 
spoke, his voice shaking with emotion. 

* You know I love you, Nelly.' 
' Don't,' I whispered. 

' I must, little one. I can go on no longer in this 
uncertain state of mind. I love you, dear. Can 
you give me a little in return ? It is' — 

* Hush, hush ! ' I exclaimed. ' For mercy's sake, 
hush.' 

' No, dear ; I must have an answer,' he repeated 
with quiet persistence. ' Tell me, Nelly, do you 
love me ? ' 
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1 Heaven help me/ I murmured. 

1 Darling, it is not very dreadful. I think you 
care about me a very little/ he said, bending low 
towards me. c Nelly, will you be my wife ! ' 

* Ah, you do not know ! You do not know/ I 
cried, covering my face with my hands, and burst- 
ing into tears. 

' Tell me your trouble, little one/ said Bertie, as 
he dropped on one knee by my low chair, and en- 
deavoured to secure my hands within his own. 
' Tell me darling, what is it ? * he whispered. 

* Oh, I am so miserable/ I replied, in husky 
accents. 

'Poor little thing/ he murmured, drawing my 
head on his shoulder. 

For one delirious moment, I left it there, then 
suddenly raising myself, said, 

' It is nothing, in which you can help me/ 

He took my face between his hands, and said, 

' Nelly, will you be my wife V 

'No/ 

' No ! ' he exclaimed. 

' No/ I replied. 

< Nelly ! ' 

He could say no more, but with a white face, rose 
from his knees. I looked up at him and saw there 
depicted such a depth of suffering and woe, that I 
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threw all proper feeling and maidenly modesty to 
the winds, and rising from my seat buried my face 
on his breast. 

' I knew she could not mean it/ he murmured as 
he clasped me tightly in his arms and fondly stroked 
my hair. 

I sobbed hysterically for some seconds, then said 
in a half-stifled voice, 

c Oh, Bertie, Bertie, I cannot marry, but I love 
you, and can never wed another.' 

'Child, you know not what you are saying. 
Some trouble has turned your brain. Explain your 
meaning, darling/ he said, never relaxing his tight 
clasp. 

'I cannot/ I whispered, shivering as though a cold 
blast had pierced me to the soul. I felt his mou- 
stache on my cheek, and his hand stroking my hair, 
during an instant's pause. I knew he did not 
believe me, but waited patiently, treating me as a 
child to be humoured. 

' You do not love this Englishman, Sir Richard 
Hardinge, Nelly, do you ? ' asked Bertie at last. 
I shivered again as I replied, 
' If you only knew how I hated him/ 
' Why do you not send the fellow back to Eng- 
land then ? ' 
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' I cannot, it is not in my power/ I said, nestling 
my head against his shoulder. 

' Yes, dear, it is. Next time he kisses your hand 
tell him to go from whence he came.' 

1 Speak no more of him ; I detest his very name/ 

Bertie pressed a kiss upon my forehead, as he 
said softly, 

' Will you try and love me a little, dear ? ' 

I raised my head from his shoulder, and lifted 
my tearful eyes to his and said, 

' Bertie, this is the last time we must ever speak 
on such a subject.' 

He took no notice of my remark, but with his 
hand gently returned my head to its former resting 
place. I gave a sigh of contentment as I left it 
there for an instant, inwardly resolving it should be 
for the last time. 

A sound behind us, and a startled exclamation, 
attracted our attention and made us turn our heads. 
It was Olivia. She seemed to take delight in 
sudden surprises from the threshold of doorways. 
She looked exceedingly lovely as she stood there. 
She had taken off her hat, and was holding it in 
her hand. The rich amber light from the stained 
glass windows of the hall, fell upon and illuminated 
her beautiful golden head as with a halo of glory. 
I did not raise myself too quickly from my leaning 
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posture. I felt a sort of triumphant pleasure that 
she should see me thus and witness for herself how 
much her idol loved me. 

1 So you have found a cure for your sudden indis- 
position, Miss Lyle,' was Olivia's first sneering 
remark. ' I hope you feel better.' 

1 Very much, indeed, thanks, Fraulein Olivia ; I 
found my physician a very good one. Perhaps 
you would feel benefited by one of his pre- 
scriptions/ I answered, flippantly, as I passed her 
in the doorway. 

I was wicked and foolish, I knew, and the next 
instant was very sorry for what I had said. Not 
because I had not failed to observe the evil, malig- 
nant expression of Olivia's remarkable greenish 
coloured eyes, which made me shiver, as I saw it, 
the transient gleam was so like her brother's ex- 
pression at times, but because I knew that if 
Bertie had heard it, I should have deeply wounded 
his deep sensitiveness. 



CHAPTER XII 

All through the warm summer months I had 
been intensely unhappy. Ah ! the misery I en- 
dured. It was almost insupportable. What a 
fearful position I was in. Seeing Sir Richard 
Hardinge every day, knowing him to be my 
husband, yet forced to keep that knowledge a 
profound secret. Ah, dear heaven ! It was more 
than I could endure. I felt the fearful suspense 
and continual strain on my mind was killing me. 
I tried to bear up against it, but each day was 
a renewed struggle. I dreaded lest at any moment 
something should transpire to discover to him 
my identity. Thrice unfortunate wretch that I 
was ; although I longed and prayed for his depar- 
ture, I knew only too well that it was for me 
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he stayed. He told me over and over again that it 
was I who chained him to the spot. Inexplicable 
decree of fate; that the man who married me, 
three years ago, from purely mercenary motives, 
and who would gladly have seen me die, so that he 
might secure to himself my fortune and estates, 
should now have formed such a violent affection for 
me, that when I would only too gladly rid myself 
of his presence, he still remained persecuting me 
with his attentions, despite all my entreaties to the 
contrary. 

Sometimes I shut myself in my own apartment, 
waging battle against myself. I knew that I loved 
Bertie Edelstein, wildly, madly. I also knew that 
it was wicked and unseemly for a married woman 
to indulge* in such feelings for any other than 
her husband. My husband ! oh, heaven, it could 
not be possible that that cold-blooded mercenary 
wretch was my husband. I thought, sometimes, it 
surely must be only a dream. Sir Richard loved 
me now, I knew it to my cost, just as madly as 
I loved Bertie. He seized every opportunity to 
impress the fact upon me in the warmest terms. 

Poor Bertie, he looked on at us, quiet and grave. 
Trying vainly to discover a mystery, too deep for 
him to fathom. He rarely came near me now in 
society, nor sought me out alone, yet I was conscious 
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that not a movement of mine escaped him; he 
watched all I did, with an intense, breathless in- 
terest. Dear Bertie, how I loved him, yet dared 
not by word nor look call him to my side. Each 
one of his iron gray curly hairs were dearer to me 
than an empire. Sometimes, as he sat apart, 
pulling thoughtfully at his long heavy moustache, 
and gazing at me with a depth of trustful loving 
affection in his dark luminous eyes, I felt inclined 
to throw myself at his feet, confessing my secret, 
and asking his counsel. The impulse was no sooner 
formed, than I rejected it, fearing he would suggest 
the one course that I knew I could never pursue. 
I would rather die, than put myself again at the 
mercy of Sir Richard Hardinge. He was a man, I 
felt assured, who would pause at no crime, if he 
thought it would be undiscovered, to put himself in 
possession of that which he most coveted. He was 
a man of tenacious purpose, not easily turned from 
his object. Olivia too, did all she could to further 
his affection for me, she threw us together at e very- 
opportunity. At one time, Sir Richard's arrival, I 
thought she had discovered my secret, but now I 
felt assured of the contrary My cousin, Hedwig, 
on the other hand, regarded me with jealous eyes ; 
for I could easily perceive, she had begun to take a 
lively interest in all that concerned the gay jaunty 
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Englishman, who at times, in order to pique me, I 
knew, paid her an unwonted deal of attention. My 
poor little cousin, never dreaming of this, thought 
that every time he drew near to me, and commenced 
speaking in the half-passionate, half-pleading 
undertone he was so fond of adopting, that it was I 
who essayed to draw him from her side. 

I ! oh, heavens, how little she knew the work- 
ings of my inmost thoughts, of the dire extremity I 
was in. Bather would I have seen my husband 
join an Arctic expedition to discover the further- 
most ends of the world, than that he should be 
sitting by my side in my aunt's drawing-room, 
pouring words of warmest affection, into my unwill- 
ing ears. 

On one of such evenings, after dinner, Aunt sug- 
gested, that before the long summer days passed, 
we ought to take a journey up the Rhine. I 
objected, for I thought it would be a penalty to 
me instead of a pleasure, if I were subjected for 
days, to the unwelcome attentions of Sir Richard 
Hardinge. 

' Nonsense, child, it will be the best thing in the 
world for you. Tou have not been looking well. 
Indeed it is mostly on your account I propose 
going/ said my aunt. 
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I made no reply. Baron Edelstein looked at me a 
moment, then said quietly, 

' A little trip would do you good. The Rhine is 
to be illuminated next Monday evening, in honour 
of our dear old Emperor's grandson leaving college. 
I am sure you would like to see it/ 

'Ja, ja, gewisd ' (We must go), cried Hedwig, all 
excitement. 

'Du hast recht, mein liebes Kind 9 (You are right, 
my dear child), said my aunt approvingly. 

Sir Richard Hardinge and Olivia were also very 
desirous to go. 

Accordingly, it was soon arranged that on Mon- 
day afternoon, immediately after luncheon, we 
should start by train for Koenigswinter, a small 
town on the Rhine. I made but one stipulation, 
which was that I might be allowed to return, even 
if they proceeded further. I knew it would be a 
miserable journey for me. I felt certain Sir Richard 
Hardinge would stay by my side and give me the 
benefit of his company all the time ; seeing which 
Bertie would remain aloof, scarcely taking any 
notice of me. 



CHAPTER Xin 

On Monday morning as I was in my chamber, 
collecting a few things together for our trip, for we 
had arranged to sleep one night on the road, and 
then return, someone knocked for admission at my 
door. I called out 'Come in/ The handle was 
turned, and my cousin Hedwig entered. I was 
rather surprised to see her, for of late she had not 
favoured me with many friendly visits. She shut 
the door quickly behind her, made a few rapid steps 
in my direction, then stopped abruptly. I looked 
at her in astonishment, she wore such a confused 
embarrassed air. 

Was hast du denn, Hedwig?' (What is the 
matter ?) I inquired after she had remained 
before me motionless for a whole minute. 
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1 Nelly, you are unkind, you are cruel/ began my 
eousin, in shocking English. ' This morning I have 
come to you, Nelly, to ask you a favour ; but, now 
that I here am, I fear myself to ask/ 

She seemed greatly agitated, so I drew forward a 
low chair, and forcing her gently into it, said affec- 
tionately, 

' Tell me what your trouble is, dear. We have 
been estranged lately, but from no wish of mine. 
I have felt very sorry about it, Hedwig, I assure 
you. If there is anything I can do for you I shall 
be only too glad. Tell me/ 

She looked unflinchingly in my face, and in- 
quired steadily, 

' Nelly, do you love Sir Richard Hardinge ? ' 

'Good heavens, Hedwig, what should put that 
into your head ? ' I ejaculated. 

' Your own behaviour, Nelly/ 

' Hedwig, I hate him/ said I, impressively. 

For a second her face flushed with delight, then 
as suddenly fell as she remarked, 

' Every one believes you like him — even Bertie.' 

' How do you know that Baron Edelstein thinks I 
care about Sir Richard ? ' I inquired, steadily. 

' Because my mother was speaking to him about 
it the other day, and he said it was not surprising 
that you should like an Englishman, especially 
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such a young, good-looking one as Sir Richard 
Hardinge/ 

Ah ! how good, how noble of Bertie to have said 
that ! He thought so much more of my happiness, 
than his own. Dear Bertie ! Only the thought of 
him, made me detest beyond measure the mention 
of my husband's name. I sank into a reverie, for- 
getful for the moment of Hedwig's presence. She 
soon roused me, however, by suddenly inquiring, 

' If you hate Sir Richard so much, Nelly, will 
you promise me, not to allow him to speak to you 
in that low, whispering tone of his again. At any- 
rate, not while we are away on the Rhine, to-day 
and to-morrow/ 

' I will try to prevent him, Hedwig, but I cannot 
promise/ 

c Nelly, Nelly, are you not satisfied with making 
Bertie miserable, but you must need do the same 
with Sir Richard. I believe he would like me, if 
you would only let him. It is very selfish of you, 
Nelly/ 

c God knows, I do not desire his attention/ 1 said, 
with a shudder, then continued suddenly, ' But, 
Hedwig dear, I implore you, do not think too much 
of this Sir Richard. He is a bad man, dear, and 
could never make you happy in the way yon 
would desire/ 
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My cousin looked astonished at my vehemence, 
but replied somewhat suspiciously, 

. ' It is because you like him yourself, that you 
say this/ 

' It is not. I swear it. I am doing you a kind- 
ness, by keeping him from you. Oh, Hedwig, I 
beseech you, do not let his wily, hypocritical 
speeches have any influence over you. Tou do not 
know him. He is cruel, cold, false, heartless, and 
unsparing.' 

' Nelly ! ' 

' It is true, every word. He bears no comparison 
with your cousin, Baron Edelstein. Oh, miserable 
wretch that I am ! ' I exclaimed, bowing my head 
to my hands in a paroxysm of uncontrollable misery. 
' Never, never, never shall I be able to marry the 
man I love. My life is spoilt, I am doomed to 
unhappiness.' 

' Nelly, you amaze me. If you love Bertie, you 
can be happy enough, for I am sure he adores you, 
though he has been so quiet and grave lately.' 

' Tou do not know, Hedwig, you do not know,' 
I said. 

My cousin gave a faint cry, which made me raise 
my head. I saw her eyes fixed on the carpet at 
the bottom of the door. Mine followed the direction 
of hers, and to my astonishment, I saw a tiny white 
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note in the act of being quietly, and 
sinuated into my room, nnder the door. 

As quick as thought, my ccosn darted from her 
seat, and threw the door wide open. We both 
beheld, to our infinite amazement, the form of Sir 
Richard Hardinge, just raising himself from a stoop- 
ing position. He flushed hotly at being discovered 
by Hedwig, and turning on his heel, walked qp5ekly 
away. My cousin looked like one who Lad 
suddenly come upon a grand secret. She gazed at 
me for an instant in mute astonishment, then said, 
sarcastically, 

' Danke schon, meine liebe Xelly, (Thank yon 
very much, my dear Nelly), for your advice, and 
for the future, I shall know how to value it/ 

Saying which, without bestowing upon me 
another look, she quitted the room. I was sorry, 
very sorry, that she had been in the room at 
the moment Sir Richard had chosen to perpetrate 
his ridiculous freak. About a week since, he had 
slipped a note into my hand, declaring his passion- 
ate love for me. As I had taken no notice of it, I 
supposed this one to be a similar effort of his 
genius. It annoyed me unspeakably that Hedwig 
had seen it, for of course now she would never 
believe anything again that I might say to 
warn her against my husband. Cruel, inexplicable 
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Fate ! What had I done to deserve this chastise- 
ment? 

I stooped and picked up the note. It was sealed, 
and addressed to Miss Lyle. I opened it mechani- 
cally. It ran thus — 

' My beloved angel, 

'You have given me no answer to the note I 

pressed into your pretty little hand a few evenings 
since. Silence gives consent, it is said. Therefore 
I conclude you love me. Tou have known a long 
time how passionately I adore you. Tou have said 
you will never marry, but that need not stand in 
our way, nor mar our lif e's happiness. Throw all 
such old-fashioned notions to the winds. When 
heart beats to heart, and pulse to pulse, what 
matters that a few conventional incoherent words 
have not been said before a man who is no better 
than any other after all, and sometimes not half so 
good. Come to me then, my beautiful darling, and 
have no fears. I will worship and adore you, 
and to make you happy shall be my first con- 
sideration. My sweet one, my angel, come. 
Give me but one word, one look, my queen, 
and I will arrange everything for our flight. 
To-night, after the illuminations on the Khine, will 
be the best time. We can leave then, my sweet 
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one, by a night train for Franca Have pity on 
me, my beautiful, peerless one, and consent. Until 
I receive your answer I shall live in a state alter- 
nating between the deepest despair and wildest 
hope. Consent, my darling, and save me from 
eternal misery. 

' Your ever adoring 

' Richard.' 

I stared at the letter in speechless amazement. 
What a villainous epistle to pen! How dared he 
thus address me in such terms ? I had always 
known him to be false and wicked, but this was a 
depth of baseness I had not thought of. Good 
heavens ! He, my husband ! Impossible ! I 
stared at the white sheet I still held in my hand, 
and flung it to the ground in direst wrath. Con- 
temptible villain, shameless knave. No words 
would express the disgust I felt towards him as 
I crushed his letter under my heel. I thought 
of taking the letter straight to my aunt, and show- 
ing it to her, but on second thoughts feared, lest in 
the disturbance that I knew she would make, some- 
thing should occur to reveal my identity. What 
was I to do ? At last I bethought me, and taking 
up the letter of my shameless husband from the 
floor, tore it deliberately into the smallest atoms, 
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then placed them in an envelope, which I addressed 
to him. Hoping he would not have left the house, 
I took it in my hand, and opened the door of my 
apartment. I quickly traversed the vestibule and 
descended the stairs. In the hall I encountered 
Hedwig. She was about to pass me silently, but I 
seized her hand, and whispered eagerly, 

' Where is Sir Kichard ? ' 

She looked surprised, but pointed into the garden 
through the open glass doors. 

' Come/ was all I said. 

'No/ 

' Yes, I insist/ 1 cried, holding her tightly by the 
hand, and drawing her after me. Just below the 
terrace, on the gravel path, I saw my husband, 
strolling leisurely up and down, pulling lazily at a 
cigar. He had a contented, self-satisfied expression 
on his face. As I hurried towards him I knew I 
should soon change that. 

He advanced to meet me remarking, 

' Tou have come* — 

' To give you your answer/ I replied. 

He glanced at Hedwig. 

' Do not alarm yourself, Sir Richard/ 1 remarked, 
quietly. 'My cousin is not acquainted with the 
contents of your note, but she saw by what means 
it arrived to me, so I think it is only fair that 
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she should become 
which the answer is retsrred.' 
Saying which I took the etrr-irpt. 



it, scattered the nmnerms ssaZ write p%ee§ in a 
shower at his feet. The jacmy. f&sLSccaT-Ce hmmast 
looked astounded, but I waited to see !>•> farther. 
but turned round, and returned csaekhr to the 
house, taking Hedwig with me. 

' I believe you now, XeDy dear/ said my cousin, 
pressing my hand affectionately. 

I bent down and kissed her, saying, 

'Believe this also, Hedwig, that yonder hand- 
some, aristocratic-looking man is thoroughly had, 
and rotten at the core.' 

'It is very hard to think, Nelly/ sighed my 
poor little cousin, then, added, quickly, 'Bertie 
saw all you did. I saw him standing at the 
library window/ 

' Thank heaven/ I ejaculated, * I hope, Hedwig, 
that he will be another to say, " I believe you now 
Nelly!" But alas! I am doomed to a life of 
misery/ 



CHAPTER XIV 

In the train that afternoon, I began to regain in 
some degree my usual equanimity. Since Sir 
Richard Hardinge had received my answer to his 
letter he had, happily for me, refrained from ad- 
dressing or scarcely looking at me. He sat at the 
further end of the carriage, morose and quite. My 
aunt made two or three vain attempts to engage 
him in conversation. Bertie and I were sitting 
opposite to each other. He gazed at me long and 
often, with a curious, inquiring look in his large, 
deep eyes, but he abstained from making any 
remark, and I volunteered none, feeling quite 
happy at having the width of the compartment 
between my husband and myself, while I was 
seated so near the one I adored, Olivia watched 
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us keenly, but could make nothing from her 
scrutiny. My cousin, Hedwig, was lost deep in 
thought. She seemed quite relieved when we 
arrived at our journey's end. We went straight 
to an hotel in order to secure our apartments. 

It was well we did. The small town of Koenigs- 
winter, (indeed, it seemed scarcely larger than a 
village) was so crowded with visitors, that at first 
we half-doubted if we should be able to find 
accommodation. However, we were at last taken in 
in a comfortable hotel, overlooking the beautiful 
swift-flowing Rhine. I stood on the balcony for 
some moments, wrapt in admiration of the lovely* 
enchanting scene before me. The afternoon sun 
bathing everything in a gorgeous flood of golden 
light. The shore, the winding river, the opposite 
bank, with its wooded hills, clad with verdure, all, 
all, lay sleeping in that warm yellow radiance. The 
Rhine's rippling surface reflected the blue August 
sky with its tiny fleecy clouds — ah ! the beauty of it, 
I felt I could never turn my eyes from that 
ever-to-be-remembered scene. Shortly I was dis- 
turbed, however, by hearing the sounds of gay 
laughter and happy voices in the garden, at the 
right I roused myself and glanced down on the 
road below. There I saw Baron Edelstein gazing 
up at me with an amused look in his eyes. 
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'What a shame to have kept you so long in 
Germany, without showing you our dear Rhine 
earlier. I see you admire it/ he said. 

'More than I can express/ I replied, in a low 
voice. 

'Will you come down here, Miss Lyle, we can take 
a walk along the banks, or in the town, if you feel 
inclined/ 

I nodded my head, there being no steps to the 
balcony I was forced to traverse the centre of the 
house, and descend the staircase to reach the chief 
entrance, which opened on to the garden. At the 
door I saw Bertie, he had come to meet me, but to 
my unspeakable annoyance, also saw close by his 
side the form of my detested husband. They were 
conversing. I could see it vexed Baron Edelstein 
to be thus detained, but he was by nature too 
courteous to allow the feeling to be suspected by 
his unwelcome companion. Bertie evidently wished 
to rid himself of Sir Richard's presence before our 
walk, for he made no allusion to it as I appeared, 
but said quickly, 

' Tou have come just at the right moment, Miss 
Lyle. Sir Richard Hardinge has been plaguing me 
to keep him company in smoking a cigar. I told 
him I had no inclination for one at the moment, but 
he would take no refusal. Now, fortunately for 
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me I have a legitimate excuse in the presence of a 
lady.' Then he turned and said laughingly to the 
baronet, ' you must own, Sir Richard, you are fairly 
beaten; so if Miss Lyle will take pity upon my 
solitary condition, while you go and indulge your 
propensity for the noxious weed, I shall be for ever 
grateful to her.' As he finished speaking he turned 
to a passing waiter and ordered some claret. 

'Iced-claret is the only thing to drink this 
weather,' said Bertie. ' Or would you prefer any- 
thing else, Miss Lyle ? ' 

I shook my head as I thanked him, and I am 
sure looked very dismal as I heard a remark of my 
husband's, to the effect that he could give up the 
delight of the best cigar for the pleasure of Miss 
Lyle's society. 

Neither of us made any remark to this polite 
speech. I seated myself quietly in the chair Baron 
Edelstein handed to me, at one of the many small 
tables that were dotted about the garden. There 
were several groups of visitors at no great distance 
from us, mostly English, we could see in a moment. 
At the nearest table to ours, a gentleman was seated 
alone. His closely cut hair, pale patrician 
features, and calm, aristocratic bearing, declared 
him to be an Englishman. Our little party seemed 
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to attract his attention, especially my husband, at 
whom he gazed long and earnestly. 

In a few moments, the stranger arose. At the 
same instant, Sir Richard Hardinge looked up ; 
their eyes met. They gave a mutual exclamation of 
recognition. The Englishman, with the patrician 
features, advanced, holding out his hand as he 
cried, 

' I am delighted to see you here, Dick. I was 
just thinking of making my way back to England, 
or on to Paris, Egypt, or the North Pole. It is the 
same to me, this place is confoundedly dull/ 

' You do not mean to say you are staying here, 
George ? ' 

' Yes, for two whole days. They say it is the 
German Nice, and very good for the health. 
Should have left to-night, if I had not seen you/ 

' The Rhine is to be illuminated ; you must stay 
for that/ remarked Sir Richard. 

'I suppose so/ said his friend indifferently. I 
shall see you again. I will not detain you now, 
you are engaged. Is your wife here V 

Heavens! He glanced at me as he spoke. Sir 
Richard looked confused as he replied with a forced 
laugh. 

' You are dreaming, my dear fellow. What 
should make you think I am so blessed V 
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'Surely I cannot be mistaken, you told me so 
yourself. It is' — 

His friend stopped suddenly, evidently at a sign 
from my husband. 

Here was a revelation ! My secret was not safe 
for a single instant. At the same time I did not 
suppose that the stranger thought I was Sir 
Richard's wife ; he simply looked at me inquiringly 
as being the only lady present. 

That evening at dinner, Hedwig addressed my 
husband, saying in the best English she could 
command, 

' What a handsome man you were speaking to in 
the garden. It was too bad of you to let him go. 
Why did you not introduce him ? You know how I 
admire anything English/ 

'If you desire an introduction, I daresay he is 
not very far off/ responded Sir Richard, moodily. 

' Certainly I do. How nice if he could go with 
us to-night to see the illuminations/ 

' Was sayst du (What are you saying) Hedwig V 
inquired my aunt. 

' Ein Englander. Er ist sehr schon aber, er ist 
weggelaupen (An Englishman. He is very hand- 
some, but he has run away)/ replied my cousin, 
ruefully. 



K 
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I suppose poor Hedwig in pretending to take 
such an interest in the stranger, wished to show me 
that she cared no longer for Sir Richard. 



CHAPTER XV 

About half -past eight we assembled on the shore 
in front of the hotel. 

The handsome stranger was there conversing 
with my husband when Hedwig and I arrived. My 
aunt soon joined us, when Baron Edelstein ap- 
proached and said, 

' It will be better to take a row in a small boat. 
We shall be able to see the fireworks from the top 
of the Drachenfels to much greater advantage 
from the Rhine.' 

Hedwig clapped her hands in delight. It was 
agreed to take a row by moonlight on the quiet, 
dark, swiftly flowing river. Bertie accordingly 
went in search of a boatman. 
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' Where is Olivia ? ' demanded my cousin, looking 
about. 

At the same moment we heard her voice calling 
from the balcony above, inquiring if we were 
ready. 

We all looked up, and beheld her there as mag- 
nificent as ever. Her brother answered ' Yes/ 
telling her at the same time to make haste. She 
stepped back into the lighted room ; her beautiful 
graceful figure thrown out to great advantage 
by the strong glare of gas from the chandelier 
at her back. 

For one instant she remained, giving a lingering 
look at the deep dusky river, rippling here and 
there brightly under the silver rays of the moon. 
She bent her head and glanced at the dark figures 
moving on the shore ; and as she looked, with the 
dazzling light falling on her golden hair, I saw the 
stranger's hand clutch my husband's arm, as he said 
in a hoarse whisper, 

' Good God, that face ! Tell me, Dick, that I am 
not dreaming. I saw it last in Venice, years ago, 
with that blackguard ' — 

* Hold, on your life ! She is my sister' my hus- 
band interrupted hastily. 

' A thousand devils ! ' muttered the astonished 
Englishman, as he recoiled from Sir Richard's side. 
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' It's true, and I warn you, never mention the 
word Venice to her or you will repent it/ observed 
my husband impressively as he turned away. 

What new secret could this be I thought. Good 
heavens! we seemed to be living surrounded by 
mystery on every side. I had often wondered what 
Bertie could have meant by some of the remarks he 
had on one or two occasions addressed to her. 
Perhaps this Englishman held the key to the secret. 
It could not be very agreeable, whatever it might 
be, if certain towns, where perhaps the mystery 
originated, must be a forbidden subject. 

Baron Edelstein joined us saying he had procured 
a boat, so Olivia having descended, we entered it, 
and shortly afterwards various fireworks from the 
shore of the Rhine began to ascend. I felt strangely 
happy that evening as the little boat, skilfully 
guided by the experienced boatmen, glided quietly 
along on the bosom of the darkly flowing river. 
Baron Edelstein had secured a seat beside me. It 
wanted a great deal of manoeuvring to outwit Sir 
Richard, but he managed it. My husband, with his 
friend who had joined our party, and had been 
introduced to us as Lord George Castleton, were 
sitting at the further end of the small boat making 
themselves agreeable to Olivia and Bedwig. My 
aunt fortunately was seated on the other side of me, 
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80 was none the wiser when Bertie whispered as 
he drew my light shawl tightly round me, 

' I must not let my little Nelly feel the cold. I 
must take great care of her/ 

Ah ! it made me very happy to hear L him use 
such phrases. I knew it was not right of me, but I 
could not help it, and resigned myself to the 
pleasure of the moment. 

Our boat glided quietly out, at last remained 
stationary close to the opposite bank, for our hotel 
was situated on the same side of the river as 
the Drachenfels, from the highest point of which, 
began to ascend at that moment, some magnificent 
fireworks, or Feuerwerke t as Hedwig called them* 
The huge mountain looked sombre and gigantic, as 
it remained in shadow under the brilliant glare 
of many coloured lights playing on its summit, 
which were reflected on the river, and shone on our 
upturned faces. 

Presently at the base of the Drachenfels appeared 
a deep red light, which grew brighter and brighter 
as we gazed. Whether it was simply a fire or not I 
could not say, but it appeared to me like a never- 
ending cave, illumined with a brilliant dazzling 
light from within, which, as we gazed, grew into a 
still more bright and radiant glow. Continually 
the beautiful fireworks were going up from the 
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heights above us. The hotels along the shore had 
various sorts of brilliant illuminations, and when 
seen indistinctly from a distance, helped to give 
effect to a scene lovely far beyond my powers 
of description. The fireworks ceased for an in- 
stant, the inky waters rolled on, the pale moon 
sent down her silver rays almost upon our boat, 
which was rocking gently on the waving surface of 
that beautiful river. The Drachenfels, the largest 
of the Siehen Gebirge, looked shadowy and im- 
mense against the dusky sky. It was an awe- 
inspiring scene. Ah! the beauty of it. Shall I 
ever forget it ? To be rocked thus gently on the 
bosom of the beautiful Rhine with the one I loved, 
' with a love that was more than a love/ close by 
my side — so close that I could almost fell the beat- 
ing of his heart. What more could I desire? 
Nothing. I could have died at that moment con- 
tentedly, thankfully. The silence was intense. 
My frame thrilled as I felt the arm of the man 
I adored softly passed round my waist and gently 
drew me towards him. I trembled with suppressed 
agitation. The fireworks commenced again. My 
friends made exclamations of delight as Bertie 
whispered fondly, 

' My little darling, you must be all my own dear. 
I cannot let you go child.' 
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I shivered as I tried to extricate "myself from his 
clasp, but he only drew me tighter towards him, 
murmuring, 

' Rest quietly, little one. What a timid child it 
is/ 

' Oh, Bertie, you must not, you must not,' I 
whispered, as he held me close. 

' Yes, I must, Nelly. You are all my own. I 
saw the answer you returned to that fellow. He 
asked you to marry him, did he not, child ? ' 

' Hush ! hush ! for mercy's sake, be quiet/ I 
replied huskily, shuddering convulsively. 

' Little one, what is it?' murmured Bertie, softly. 

' You love me, I am sure, but you will never own 
it, and even seem terribly frightened of me at times. 
What is the reason, dear ? ' 

' Let me go, Bertie/ I implore, some one will see 
us, and — and ' — 

' And— what ? ' 

' And — and, it is impossible. Oh, let me go/ I 
whispered, struggling quietly, to extricate myself 
from his detaining arm. 

' What is impossible, Nelly V he inquired, never 
releasing his strong clasp of me for an instant. 
' Do you find it is impossible to love me, darling V 

Impossible to love him ! Dear heaven ! 

Ah! he little knew, when he asked me that 
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question ; how I more than adored him. How I 
battled against myself every hour of every day, to 
prevent my feelings overcoming my judgment. 
That sometimes I dared scarcely remain in his 
presence, lest my tongue should cry out the words 
he longed to hear, and that required all my self- 
control to refrain from saying. I feared lest I 
should cry aloud, ' I love you Bertie, I love you/ 
and casting every thought of right and wrong 
aside, throw myself on his breast, and endeavour, in 
my overwhelming happiness, to forget that I had 
ever perpetrated so foolish an act as my first 
miserable marriage. These thoughts flew rapidly 
through my brain, as his arm still encircled my 
waist. 

' Do you love me, Nelly ? ' he repeated, quietly. I 
looked up at him for an instant. What answer he 
saw in my eyes heaven alone knows, for as we sat 
well shadowed by my aunt's back half-turned to us, 
he bent his handsome head and imprinted a loving 
kiss upon my lips. I pushed him quickly away, 
fearing lest someone should have seqn his imprudent 
act. My impulsive movement had the effect of 
directing everyone's attention towards our end of 
the boat. Bertie coolly dropped one of his gloves 
in the river, and when Olivia called out sharply to 
ask what the matter was, they all saw him busily 
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engaged in trying to reach it with his stick. 'It 
has gone too far/ remarked Baron Edelstein equably 
giving up the attempt to capture his property. ' The 
current is very strong/ 

There was a merry twinkle in his dark eyes as he 
caught sight of my astonished face. 

Sir Richard, at that moment, called out to the 
boatman to take care, as there was a large steamer 
coming up behind. The boatman required no 
warning, as he exclaimed— 

' Der Furst, der Furst ! Heil dem Furst ! ' 

He then went on to inform us that the Prince 
was on board the vessel that we beheld darkly 
looming at no great distance from us. We saw her 
different coloured lights as she approached, and the 
sound of music from her decks was wafted to 
us over the waters on the light evening breeze. 
The young prince, in whose honour the Rhine that 
night was illuminated, the grandson of the brave, 
old warrior king, and noble illustrious emperor, was 
aboard the steamer slowly passing us. The fire- 
works ascended fast and furiously from the heights 
of Drachenfels, and presently the gay notes of 
the band grew more indistinct to our ears, as the 
vessel which bore on her decks the future hope 
of all Deutschland, gradually receded from our 
view into the darkness beyond. 



' 
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The illuminations began by degrees to be extin- 
guished. The Feuei^werke ceased, and the boatman 
turned our boat slowly in the direction of the hotel. 



CHAPTEE XVI 

Ah, that evening ! Shall I ever forget it ? The 
pleasure of it ! The beauty of it ! . I was so 
happy. I wished that I could have died there. I 
feared lest the morrow would bring me new pain, 
and fresh misfortunes. Ah, I feared the morrow ; 
but what misery was I to endure before the break- 
ing of another dawn ! 

That evening, on our return from seeing the 
fireworks, we sat for some time in the garden 
enjoying the calm and quiet of the summer night, 
as we partook of some light refreshments. 

We were seated at one of the small tables, and 
looked out over the dark swiftly flowing Rhine. I 
felt very quiet and subdued. Olivia, however, 
appeared in the wildest spirits. It was nearly 
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eleven o'clock, when she proposed that we should 
go for another row on the river. The others 
quickly seconded the proposition, and Lord Castle- 
ton went down to the waters edge, to see if he 
could find a boatman, and a boat. Seeing him 
speaking to one of the men there, we all slowly- 
followed, and soon found ourselves, for the second 
time that evening, propelled gently along the olive- 
tinted surface of that beautiful river. The moon 
sent down her pale soft rays upon the water. 

Ah ! how beautiful it all was, as we kept our 
boat gently rocking in that quivering line of 
greenish silver. 

Olivia began to sing, in soft hushed tones, some- 
thing, I think, from ' Lorely/ It was familiar to 
most of us. We joined our voices to hers, and the 
notes rose and fell over the water, in harmony to 
the soft wash of the waves against the oars, as the 
man slowly rowed us towards the shore. Almost 
before the boat shot to land, Bertie arose from his 
seat. Sir Eichard, who was seated beside him, 
moved suddenly at the same moment, and before I 
could see how it happened, I beheld the man I 
loved more than my life, grappling with the waves. 
I gave one piercing shriek, and, not knowing what 
I did, would have thrown myself into the inky cur- 
rent, but for the restraining arm of Lord Castleton. 
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* He is safe, he is safe. Have no fear/ I heard 
him say. His voice seemed to me muffled, for 
there was a sound as of rushing waters in my ears. 
My eyes were fixed on Bertie, the handsome gallant 
officer, struggling against the rapid tide of the 
river. Thank heaven, in another moment he righted 
himself. I breathed freely once more, as I saw him 
strike manfully out and swim slowly towards the 
shore. We all rushed down to meet him and were 
overjoyed when Baron Edelstein stood again safe 
and erect on land. The water was running in 
rivers from his garments, but in other respects he 
seemed none the worse for his sudden, unexpected 
immersion. Lord Castleton shook him warmly by 
the hand as he said, 

' Ton my word, never felt so glad of anything in 
my life as to see you safe again. Rather an unlucky 
push that of yours, Dick, was it not, eh ? ' 

My husband muttered a few incoherent words, in 
a surly voice, and turned sharply on his heel. Lord 
Castleton raised his eyebrows, remarking carelessly, 

' Queer fellow that Hardinge. Never could quite 
understand him.' 

We all returned immediately to the hotel, and 
quickly separated for the night ; my aunt declaring 
that if Baron Edelstein did not remove his wet 
clothes at once he would be confined to his bed 
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with rheumatism on the banks of the Rhine. How 
I thanked God that night for Bertie's escape from 
a watery grave. If he had died, all the brightness 
would have been taken out of my life, and I could 
only have prayed (wickedly prayed, I know) to 
have died too. But, thank heaven, he was saved — 
saved ; and to-morrow I should see again the dark 
eyes, and iron-gray waving hair of the only man I 
could ever love. Thinking of him, I tried to sleep. 
I did not succeed very well. The room was not at 
all to my liking. The hotel being so crowded we 
were obliged to be thankful, however, for any kind 
of accommodation. On the morrow, if we stayed, 
we could be provided for better, we were informed. 
The chamber I occupied was on the second floor at 
the back. It was not very large, and my bed was 
placed across a door, which evidently led into the 
adjoining room. I tried the handle before I went 
to sleep, not liking the look of it very much, but to 
my relief found it fastened firmly. I must have 
been asleep for about half-an-hour, when I was 
aroused by hearing voices, so close, they seemed as 
though they were in my own room, but after 
a moment's thought I knew the sound must pro- 
ceed from the adjoining apartment. The wall was 
evidently lath and plaster, and the bright light 
streaming into my room, through the keyhole, and 
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round the apertures of the door, sufficiently ac- 
counted for the distinctness with which I heard the 
speakers' voices. My own name soon attracted ray 
attention, and the familiar inflexion of the tones 
told me, that those conversing so close to me, that 
if it had not been for the intervening door I could 
have touched them, were none other than my 
husband and his beautiful sister. 

' Miss Lyle must be mine/ I heard Sir Richard 
say decisively. 

'Impossible! ' exclaimed Olivia, ' she cares no more 
for you than I did for that lying Englishman ten 
years ago/ 

She must be mine; do you hear Olivia. 'She 
musty and you must help me.' 

' Never/ she shuddered. 

' Listen to me, Olivia. When we were children 
we always confided in and helped each other. Since 
that we have gone hand-in-hand in many things too 
desperate to let the world know of. I have helped 
you and kept your secret; now I expect you to 
assist me in return. Three years ago there was a 
little pale-faced, cry-baby of a girl in my way. I 
wished to get rid of her. What mattered one more 
or less such as she was in the world. She escaped 
me, however. I had reason to believe she found her 
way to Germany. In fact, I saw her in Aix-la- 
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Chapelle, or someone who so closely resembled her 
that I could have sworn to her identity. The 
following day she had flown.' 

' I remember. I was at the Carnival/ remarked 
Olivia. 

' Precisely. You left me that evening to return 
to Wilhelmsdorf. At the time, I frankly tell you, 
Olivia, I had not the courage to tell you of my 
scheme, you were always better than I was. But 
I wrote to you afterwards, describing her, and ask- 
ing you, that if you should come across her, by any 
means, to let me know immediately, and to give me 
your assistance. Was it not so ? ' 

' Yes, yes. Never shall I forget that fearful 
evening when I received your letter. Bertie 
Edelstein was scrutinising my face, all the time I 
read it. You offered me half the cry-baby's for- 
tune, if I would help you to rid the earth of such 
an encumbrance/ Olivia laughed excitedly, as she 
spoke, then demanded, ' Were you mad, Dick, to pen 
such a letter ? I was forced to burn it, piece by 
piece in the gas, for fear of its being seen.' 

' Mad, no. All I remember, is that you refused 
to help me, point blank/ answered my husband, 
gloomily. There was a moment's silence. 

How I trembled, as I heard the conversation 

between the brother and sister. I should have 

L 



1 62 ONLY A GIRL 

been more than mortal, if I had refused to listen. 
What a diabolical man was he to whom I owed 
allegiance ! 

It was very clear to me now, why on the receipt 
of her letter, on the first evening of my arrival in 
Wilhelmsdorf , Olivia had regarded me so strangely. 
She evidently concluded that I must be the one for 
whom her brother was in search ; and, although she 
would have been only too glad to have separated 
me from the man she loved, she still was not base 
enough to help her brother in forwarding his 
villainous designs. Her threats to Bertie in his 
studio on the receipt of Sir Richard's letter inform- 
ing her of his early arrival, were now explained. 
Of course, she concluded a recognition would be 
inevitable, and her exclamation of surprise in the 
garden, when she saw he did not recognise me, 
was fully accounted for. Thank heaven, I had so 
changed, or else what persecution should I not have 
suffered at the hands of my shameless husband — a 
would-be murderer. I shuddered as I thought of 
it. Evidently he had not told Olivia of the relation- 
ship that existed between him and the 'pale-faced 
cry-baby.' Those thoughts shot through my mind 
like lightning. In an instant the conversation 
continued, 

' You "refused to help me then, Olivia,' said my 
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husband, 'so it is passed, and I say no more about 
it, though I believe you could have assisted me. 
Tour woman's wit was never at fault. However, to 
come to the point ; will you help me now ? ' 

'What is it you want me to do?' inquired his 
sister, slowly. 

' You used not to be so squeamish, once upon a 
time, livy. Is it this Edelstein that has wrought 
the change in you?' inquired Sir Richard, some- 
what roughly. 

4 Hush! walls have ears!' said Olivia in a 
frightened whisper. 

' Tush, everyone is asleep. What is there to fear 
in the name of Edelstein? You were over head 
and ears in love with him at one time, Livy. That 
foolery seems to be past, as he devotes all his 
attention to ' — 

' I might have had him — I might have had him/ 
interrupted Olivia, ' but he knows my secret/ 

' The deuce ! ' 

' Think no more of it, Dick. Bertie Edelstein is 
not for me. My infatuation for him is past. I 
could almost hate him/ 

' Ha, you hate him ! ' I heard my husband say, in 
a fierce whisper. ' Listen to me, Livy, he stands in 
my way. I would give half my life for the love of 
Nelly Lyle, but it is^he that possesses it. 
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the man that I hoped to-night had gone to a peace- 
ful end.' 

' Richard ! ' 

' Yes, what matter ? We must all settle our 
account some day; and if he kicks the bucket 
a little before his time, what signifies it ? His hair 
is gray ; it is time he should make room for younger 
men. He ' — 

Olivia interrupted Sir Richard by exclaiming 
in agitated tones, 

' Oh, Dick, pray cease ! This conversation is too 
horrible. I suppose I have changed ; I don't know. 
You say I was not always the same. I do not think 
I have ever done anything really wicked in my life. 
God forgive me if I have, but from this time forth 
I intend to lead a new life/ 

'It is rather late to begin to preach sermons/ 
sneeringly interrupted Sir Richard. 'When you 
wanted my help I did not withhold it; now I 
expect you to assist me in return.' 

'Impossible, Dick/ said Olivia in a low voice, 'I 
cannot assist in anything that would bring harm to 
Baron Edelstein. You surely did not give him that 
unlucky push on purpose this evening, did you ? 
Oh, Dick, say you did not; I would rather not 
believe it of you. I am almost positive Lord Castleton 



ONLY A GIRL 165 

thinks you did it, with intent. Oh, Dick, Dick, it 
would be too horrible.' 

'Lord George Castleton may think what he pleases. 
He remembers having seen yon in Venice, I hope 
you know, Olivia, with ' — 

' Yes, yes, I remembered him immediately. He 
was madly in love with me there. He is inclined to 
be the same again. Oh, Dick, I am not too wicked, 
indeed, I am not. I would give anything if I 
could settle down quietly once again; if I only 
could, if I only could. I see the chance before me 
as Lady Castleton. He knows my secret. I am 
glad of it, for then there will be nothing to hide. 
But, oh Dick, do not ask me to assist you in any of 
your fearful schemes. They can only end in 
misery and unhappiness for all of us. I am not 
naturally bad, Dick, and I fain would lead a better 
life and be worthy of the position that I believe to 
be within my grasp.' 

' It is a pity, Olivia, you did not take to this sort 
of thing before,' sneered her brother. 'You would 
adorn the pulpit. Turn old, long-wind out, and 
go and hold forth to the people at home about 
leading a better life. After all, you only wasted 
your eloquence, for I was not going to ask you 
to do anything very dreadful. Edelstein, be 
hanged! He must take care of himself. It is 
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about Nelly Lyle I wish to speak. She must be 
mine, Olivia, and if you are determined not to help 
me I must do it alone, that is all.' 

'Leave her alone, Dick; she would never love 
you/ 

' Tou are extremely complimentary to-night, my 
dear Olivia. I do not see why she could not. I 
flatter myself that I have not a single gray hair in 
my head, while this Prussian Baron, you are all so 
mad about, could count them by the hundreds/ 

' Yes, but for all that his eyes are as bright and 
his figure as straight as a man of half his age. 
Besides, she loves him. 9 

Sir Richard swore a terrible oath. 

4 Hush, hush ! ' exclaimed Olivia. ' Tou excite 
yourself unnecessarily. You forget you are in a 
hotel. It must be three o'clock. The house is very- 
quiet. I will go now. I had no idea what you 
wished to say when you asked me to come to your 
room to-night. Give up the schemes you have 
planned, Dick. They will only cause you trouble.' 

' Did you give up your schemes ten years ago, 
that you can so calmly ask me now to give up 
mine ? ' queried Sir Richard, in fierce anger. 

' Give up all idea of Nelly too,' continued Olivia, 
disregarding her brother's wrath. ' She will never 
marry you/ 
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'Have I said I wanted her to?' sneered my 
husband. 'She will many no one; she has told 
me so.' 

1 What, you have proposed to her ? ' 

' What I have done or what I have not done is 
nothing to you since you refuse to assist me/ 

' Good-night then, Dick.' 

' Good-night ; I will come with you, if you are as 
afraid of the dark as you were at times in Italy/ 
said Sir Richard. 

Olivia declined her brother's offer, and presently 
Sir Richard's door closed softlv, after which all was 
quiet, with the exception of the measured tread of 
my husband as he paced his apartment long after 
his sister quitted his presence. 

What my feelings were I can scarcely describe. 
My temples ached and throbbed, my lips were 
parched, and I felt as though a heavy weight 
oppressed my chest. At times I shuddered convul- 
sively, and with difficulty refrained from screaming 
aloud. My brain was in a whirl, I knew not what 
to do or how to act. I thought of kind old Mr 
Berrington. I had sent a second telegram to him 
saying that it was unnecessary for him to trouble 
himself to come to Wilhelmsdorf after I discovered 
that my husband did not recognise me. But, now, 
how I longed to see his kindly face and genial 
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smile ; to ask him for his advice and counsel. But 
would he believe my statement ? He would most 
likely say that I had been dreaming, and had only 
imagined I had overheard such an improbable con- 
versation. Ah, no ; it would be of no use to apply 
to him unless I had something to prove. I felt that 
as I lay tossing uneasily on my couch, with only a 
thin partition dividing me from my husband. Ah, 
he little knew that it was his wife, with whom he 
was now so desperately in love. The very 
girl he had endeavoured to drown in the lake in 
her father's grounds, was the same one for whose 
smiles he would now sacrifice the best half of his 
life to obtain. Inscrutable decree of fate. 



CHAPTER XVII 

About half -past four I heard a knock at my 
chamber door. My heart bounded, but in an in- 
stant felt relieved at the sound of my aunt's voice 
telling me to make haste and rise, as we were all to 
go up the Drachenfels at five o'clock. 

In half-an-hour Hedwig came to seek me, and we 
both descended to the garden together. How 
thankful I was the day had dawned. It seemed to 
dispel my fears of the past night. We drank some 
milk before starting, as we intended to breakfast 
on the mountain. When I saw the jaunty, easy 
form of my husband appear in the door-way, I 
could not repress a shudder. He seemed as fresh 
and gay as though he had spent the night in 
the calmest repose instead of maturing his diaboli- 
cal designs. 
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When Baron Edelstein entered the garden 
everyone, save my husband, greeted him with 
inquiries for his health, and hopes that he had 
suffered no ill effects from his immersion of the 
previous evening. He answered all questions with 
a strange quietness which perplexed me. After- 
wards, as he walked by my side towards the foot of 
the mountain, he said in a low tone— 

* Nelly, dear, it was of you I thought when I was 
sent so unexpectedly head-foremost into the Rhine 
last night/ 

I made no remark, so he continued. 

'I should find it very hard to die, little one. 
Not that I fear death, God knows ; *I have faced it 
repeatedly — nay, at times even courted it where the 
battle raged the fiercest. My rashness was deemed 
bravery.' 

Baron Edelstein stopped abruptly. He walked 
in silence for the space of a minute, with bent head 
and knitted brow. At last he spoke again in 
a voice scarcely above a whisper, so deep and 
concentrated were the tones. 

1 Child, listen to me. It is only fair that I should 
tell you. Years ago — before our last war with the 
French in fact — I was fool enough to imagine I was 
deeply in love with a fellow-countrywoman of 
yours. I acquainted her with my feelings towards 



ONLY A GIRL 171 

her. She professed to return them ; but that very 
afternoon I received intelligence that my regiment 
was ordered to the frontier for immediate action. 
The news which would have been so welcome at 
any other time was at that moment most displeas- 
ing to me. Of course, I did not wish to bind her to 
an engagement with a man who might possibly 
return deprived of arms and legs. I left her free. 
She most cruelly deceived me ; I ' — 

' Oh, why tell me this?' I exclaimed, interrupting 
him suddenly. ' It is better not, much better not.' 

' We will leave the subject then, child ; but this I 
must say, that I should never have believed her 
false had not a friend sworn to me in his last brief 
moments upon this earth, that he had seen her with 
—Oh, my God '— 

' Tou love her still ! ' I exclaimed. 

' No, no, far from it. There is not a spark of the 
old affection remaining.' 

I heaved a sigh, perhaps scarcely believing it 
after seeing him so moved. 

'What is the matter, little one? You cannot 
think that I should continue to care for one who 
had proved herself so treacherous and heartless ? ' 
said Bertie, tenderly. 

' I don't know,' I answered, drearily. ' It does 
not signify.' 
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' I was only thinking of the depth of falseness 
one finds in the world. But I could place myself 
trustfully in your hands, darling. Will you let me, 
child? My little Nelly would be incapable of 
deception.' 

' Hush, hush ! ' I cried, shuddering. ' You do not 
know what you say/ 

' Yes, I do, dear, and after what I have told you, 
could you love me a little, Nelly ? ' 

He spoke so softly, and yet so deprecatingly, 
I knew not what to reply, so I walked silently 
by his side, not daring to lift my eyes to his, for 
fear that he should see there what I must for ever 
conceal from him. 

'The fellow that sent me overboard so cleverly 
last night, has been drawing nearer to us every 
instant, Nelly. He is very much in love with you, 
child. Why do you not give him his answer 
and send him off. He is fearfully jealous. That 
push he gave me last night was more than half- 
intentional, and his behaviour afterwards was most 
extraordinary. When he is in my neighbourhood 
I must take special care of myself. I wish he were 
safe back in England. When he has attempted 
to approach me this morning, I always felt inclined 
to knock him down. I think he must have noticed 
it, for he has kept his distance pretty well. But 



ONLY A GIRL 173 

you are the loadstone now that attracts him. Do 
give me the right to protect you, little one, and you 
will see that he will not honour the Fatherland long 
with his presence after that.' 

My heart bounded, as for one brief instant darted 
through my brain the possibility of freeing myself 
from Sir Richard's unwelcome presence by accept- 
ing the love of the man I knew I adored. My 
brain reeled, a mist came before my eyes, but 
in another instant the temptation was past, as 
I felt I could never so grievously wrong the noble, 
gallant gentleman who believed in me so pro- 
foundly, and who was so willing to place his life 
and honour in my hands. 

' Answer me, little one/ he urged. 

I shook my head, and looked round uneasily in 
search for a means of escape from his pleading, 
which had too great a charm for me, and which, 
I began to think, I should not be long able to resist, 
if I remained longer by his side. 

Happily for me at that moment Hedwig ran 
towards me, saying that it was at this spot we 
ought to be able to find some donkeys that would 
take us up the mountain. We turned an angle, 
and, sure enough, discovered to our view, were 
a dozen or more of the patient animals with their 
attendant guides waiting for hire. 
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There was much laughing and talking as we 
mounted. The fresh air and beautiful morning 
exhilarated our spirits. Anyone listening to us 
at that moment would not have thought there was 
a heavy heart amongst us. 

When we were all ready to start, Bertie bent 
forward, and taking the donkey's bridle drew him 
in advance of the others. 

'Answer, little one/ he said, regarding me 
earnestly, his dark eyes bent full on my face. 

' Hush ! Please, do not speak of such things. I 
want to be quite happy to-day/ I replied quickly. 

' And would you not be quite happy if you gave 
yourself to me, Nelly ? ' 

' Oh, please do not/ 1 repeated. 

'It is always the same answer/ he muttered, 
gnawing his long iron-gray moustache with ill-con- 
cealed annoyance. 

' That is to say if those few incoherent words can 
be called a response/ added he, drawing his rein. 

' Perhaps we had better wait for the others, Miss 
Lyle/ continued my companion. ' My conversation 
evidently displeases you this morning/ 

I bowed an assent. I knew I had offended him, 
but unhappy as it made me, I felt I had no alterna- 
tive. To tell him that I was a married woman, 
and could never listen to his vows, I had not the 
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courage. Also to entirely banish from my presence 
the only one that cast a gleam of brightness over 
my life, I knew to be impossible. I was weak, 
selfish, cowardly. My position was not enviable, 
but so long as my husband remained in ignorance 
of my identity I could be comparatively happy, and 
must learn to resign myself to the inevitable. 

While I was thus pondering, not daring even to 
glance at Bertie, the rest of our party joined us. 
Some of the donkeys seemed refractory, and inclined 
to rebel against proper authority, even occasionally 
refused to proceed altogether, at which one of the 
boys in command prodded them vigorously with a 
stick, shouting something which sounded like 'pfix, 
pfix.* What it meant I did not know, but evidently 
there was magic in the word, for the donkeyk made 
a few steps in advance in quite a sprightly manner, 
and afterwards plodded soberly up the mountain 
side. As we ascended we caught occasional glimpses 
of the beautiful scenery through the openings be- 
tween the trees. 

Olivia seemed to have entirely thrown off her 
load of care for the moment, for I heard her gay 
voice and merry laugh behind me, carrying on a 
bantering conversation with Lord Castleton. Aunt 
and Hedwig followed them, accompanied by Sir 
Richard Hardinge, who was making himself agree- 
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able to my relations for reasons best known to 
himself. My cousin seemed very happy. As I 
looked at her, I began to fear that my husband was 
beginning to gain an ascendancy over her im- 
pressionable little heart. Baron Edelstein and I 
remained side by side, but exchanged no word or 
glance. I looked before or behind, but never at 
him, so whether he was displeased or otherwise I 
could not say. When we reached the summit of 
the Drachenf els, what a panorama was exhibited to 
our admiring eyes! We remained for a moment 
speechless with admiration at the beauty of the 
scene which lay at our feet. The winding river, 
sparkling in the sun, with its beautiful verdure- 
clad banks. As far as the eye could reach were to 
be seen green woods, amongst the waving trees of 
which lay hidden, in picturesque irregularity, 
small villages and larger towns; for in the dis- 
tance we could see the then unfinished tower of 
Cologne Cathedral. My musing and my admira- 
tion were alike disturbed by hearing the voice of 
one of the men asking me very civilly if I would 
like to dismount. I looked round, and, seeing that 
I was the only one still in the saddle, immediately 
complied with his request. 

At my left there was a hotel and restaurant. 
My aunt was consulting with a waiter about our 
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breakfast. Very soon it was served on one of the 
long narrow tables under the trees. We found it 
very refreshing after our exertions. 

' Was it from here the fireworks went off last 
night ? * I inquired. 

' No/ answered Bertie, gravely, ' we will go there 
presently. There are seven mountains varying in 
height. We call them the " Sieben Gebirge" ' 

I glanced at him as he spoke. He gave me a 
long, reproachful look, and then turned his eyes 
quietly on the Rhine. 



M 



CHAPTER XVIII 

What a beautiful delicious morning it was. The 
weather began to be exceedingly warm about noon, 
and we were very glad we had started so early on 
our expedition. I felt happy. Bertie did not too 
often approach me, but as my husband kept at a 
distance, I became tolerably contented. We visited 
the heights from which the fireworks were sent 
up by the students of Bonn University, in honour 
of their prince and comrade. We were leaning 
against a portion of rock, when Lord Castleton 
commenced sketching us and a part of the scenery 
He soon completed it with a few masterly strokes, 
and presented it to Olivia the peerless ; after which 
I heard her brother whisper, 

'You have put the saddle on the right horse 
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this time, Livy. But take care, don't give him his 
head.' 

I guessed by the remark, that in former times 
she must have chosen someone not so well suited to 
her as this handsome, fine-looking Englishman. I 
turned round to look for the others as Sir Richard 
walked away. I saw the noble, commanding form 
of Baron Edelstein strongly delineated against the 
sky as he stood with his back turned to us, on the 
edge of the cliff, admiring the prospect beyond. 
Sir Richard was passing him. He stopped, and 
hesitated. I gave a violent scream for in another 
instant the noble, unsuspecting officer, the man I 
worshipped and adored, would have been pre- 
cipitated over the precipice, and fallen a victim to 
the murderous hand of my villainous, cowardly 
husband. All eyes were thrown suddenly upon 
me. Bertie turned hurriedly asking what the 
matter was. 

I I thought you would fall over the cliff/ I 
stammered. 

Everyone looked surprised with the exception of 
Bertie and Lord Castleton, both of whom glanced 
half-suspiciously at Sir Richard's retreating figure. 

We descended the mountain rather more quietly 
than we ascended. My shrill scream had given 
some of them a fright, and, for the time, had dulled 
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their spirits. Aunt and Hedwig came across some 
donkeys on our descent, which they mounted. 

Roland's Eck was the next place we wished 
to see. On the Rhine, at the foot of the Drachen- 
fels, we found a boat, which took us across the 
river. 

After directing the boatman to row round to the 
other side of the eminence, and there await us, we 
commenced our ascent. We went soberly on, a 
quiet little party, not appreciating very much the 
beautiful scenery around us, I am afraid. 

We reached at last a resting place, erected on the 
edge of a cliff, something in the shape of a kiosk, 
supported by pillars. We were glad to remain 
there a few moments, shielded from the sun's fierce 
rays. I stood a little apart from the others, leaning 
upon the stone coping which surrounded the build- 
ings. It was all very beautiful. The view was 
not so extensive as from the Drachenfels, but quite 
as lovely. Notwithstanding how much I had been 
excited and distracted the last few hours, a kind of 
quiet peacefulness began to steal over me, as I 
regarded the exquisite beauty of the scene around 
— all nature seemed sleeping, bathed in the soft 
glowing rays of the warm afternoon sun. I gazed 
dreamily at the river, and sighed heavily, as I re- 
peated in a low voice some beautiful lines of Lord 
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Byron's, which the scene before me brought to my 
recollection. I remembered them but imperfectly. 
I was turning away after repeating the two lines — 

* But one thing wants these banks of Rhine, 
Is thy dear hand to clasp in mine. 1 

I moved my eyes away from the enthralling 
scene, and prepared to join the others, when I 
started violently, for close by my side stood the 
man who to me was the dearest in the world ; his 
head bent low, and within a quarter-of-an-inch of 
my cheek was the long iron r gray moustache. 

' I would that you honoured me with a thought 
when you repeated those lines,' he murmured. 

' Oh, Bertie, Bertie ! ' I whispered quickly. 
'Pray be careful. Never let that wretch come 
near you/ 

' Which wretch, darling V 

'He would have pushed you over the precipice 
this morning, I am sure of it, if I had not screamed. 
I saw it in his eyes/ I continued, disregarding his 
question. 

' Poor little thing, you excite yourself too much, 
dear. Did you not see the railing ? ' asked Bertie. 

' See the railing ? ' I repeated, in amazed accents. 

' Yes. It would have been difficult to have sent me 
over. But I believe child, he would have liked to 
have done so. He wore a most malicious expres- 
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sion, when at hearing you scream, I turned suddenly- 
round. But enough of him. Tell me, Nelly, can 
you forgive my behaviour to you this morning ? I 
acted like a brute. Say you forgive me, darling.' 

'I have nothing to forgive/ I murmured con- 
fusedly. 

' We must continue our ascent/ broke in Olivia's 
ringing voice. 

We continued our way. It was not long before 
we reached the summit. Most of them mounted to 
the top of the tower, but I, having a headache, felt 
disinclined for the delight of spiral staircases, 
declined to ascend. 

I seated myself on a bench with Bertie and Sir 
Richard to await the return of the rest of the party. 
They were not long, but soon arrived eulogising the 
beauty of the view in high spirits. I was glad 
they all seemed gayer and more inclined to enjoy 
themselves. I determined to try and follow their 
example. Some men with donkeys were wandering 
about ; we all of us laughingly mounted them, and 
with much fun and lively chatter soon descended 
the eminence. We found the boat as we expected 
awaiting us. The boatman soon rowed us across 
the Rhine to our hotel. We were, I think, all tired, 
and very welcome we found the cool rest under the 
trees in the garden, and the iced lemonade of which 
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CHAPTER XIX 

I REMEMBER it well, because I had been so happy 
during the time. Sir Richard Hardinge had left 
Wilhelmsdorf at the end of August, a day or two 
after our return from the Drachenf els. In conse- 
quence of that Bertie seemed more content to wait 
for his answer, and refrained from pressing his suit 
so persistently upon me. My cousin, Hedwig* 
seemed very miserable and low-spirited. She 
came to me one day with tears in her eyes, saying 
plaintively, 

'Nelly, I believe he loved me. If I had only 
given him encouragement, I am sure he would 
have asked me to marry him/ 

' I presume you mean Sir Richard Hardinge/ I 
replied coldly, ' I thought I told you, Hedwig, 
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that he was a thoroughly bad man, and could never 
make a girl happy.' 

'How do you hnovc he is had, Nelly/ she 
persisted 

( The way in which I treated his letter to me, 
ought to have proved to you that I knew it.' 

'Because you cannot love him, Nelly, it is no 
reason why I should not,' continued my cousin. 
' Besides, after all, I think it was rather rude of you, 
Nelly, to tear up his letter as you did and throw it 
in his face. I would not have treated it like 
that.' 

' Foolish child ! ' I exclaimed. ' He is a villain, 
and if you persist in discrediting what I say, you 
will repent it to the last day of your life. Oh, 
Hedwig ! ' I continued gently, encircling her with 
my arm. ' Do believe me, dear. He is a bad man, 
I know it. I cannot give you my reasons for say- 
ing this now, but I beseech you to believe me/ 

' I am sure he has gone away because he thinks 
I am eifersuchtig 9 (jealous), continued Hedwig, 
disregarding my remark. 

' EifermcJdig, impossible!' I exclaimed, astonished. 

' That day at Drachenfels he talked a great deal 
about you, I am sure only to teaze me. I had 
thought him rude, so I was rather cool to him, and 
Nelly, he went two days after that. He scarcely 
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spoke to me afterwards. I am sure he thought I 
was — what do you say for it — jealous/ 

' You amaze me, Hedwig. What did he say ? ' 
'Wanted to know all your movements. When 
you went out, when you came in. The last thing he 
inquired was, that he should fix an evening when he 
could meet us both out for a walk, as if by accident. 
He said he knew a nice place in the woods close by 
the highroad. Of course, Nelly, I thought he wanted 
to see me, but when, after a long time, he said that 
he had something particular to communicate to you, 
and he should take it as a great favour if I would 
find some excuse to leave you together for a phort 
time. Also he said that I need not trouble myself 
to wait, as he would undertake to see you safely 
home. Of course, Nelly, that annoyed me, it was 
carrying his teazing too far. I showed him I did 
not like it, and now he thinks I am jealous/ she 
concluded sighing. 

'Hedwig, my dear cousin, pray take care/ I said, 
in a frightened whisper. ' It is some diabolical 
scheme, too deeply laid, for either you or me to 
fathom/ 

' Nelly, you terrify me ; what could he do ? ' 
' Promise me, Hedwig/ I said solemnly, ' never to 
do one single thing Sir Richard Hardinge asks you 
without first acquainting me. Promise/ 
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' He is gone, and will never return/ she remarked 
dolefully. 

' Promise me, promise, Hedwig/ I repeated, but 
ere she could reply, my aunt tapped at the door, 
and, without ceremony, quickly entered the room, 
telling us to go down stairs with her, as Sir Richard 
Hardinge was in the drawing-room. She gave 
a pleased look at Hedwig, who sprang up with 
alacrity to quit the room. Had a thunderbolt 
fallen at my feet I could not have been more 
astonished. His return was so sudden and unex- 
pected. I saw by my aunt's manner also that Sir 
Richard's attentions to her daughter would not 
be discountenanced by her. How guilty I felt 
at keeping such a secret. I blamed myself for my 
selfish, inconsiderate behaviour, by which I might 
end in ruining the peace of mind of two of my 
relations who had become very dear to me. I 
dared not confess my connection with Sir Richard, 
so I weakly permitted the days to slip by, seeing as 
I did, that for some hidden purpose of his own, my 
husband was endeavouring to gain the affections of 
my little unsuspecting cousin. 'Why/ I asked 
myself a hundred times a day, ' was such a wretch 
allowed to live and tread the earth in freedom ? 
A blot upon the face of the globe, and a deception 
to society/ 
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All my endeavours to warn Hedwig against 
him were fruitless. As I could prove nothing, she 
would credit nothing; but followed blindly any 
path along which my villainous husband chose to 
lead her. She seemed infatuated. I trembled as I 
thought of what might follow. From part of a 
conversation that I accidentally overheard between 
Sir Richard and his sister, I gathered that he was 
in a state of the direst impecuniosity, not knowing 
how to appease his creditors, and glad to remain 
abroad to escape their importunities. Hedwig was 
rich, he knew it. Could he be such a villain as to 
inveigle her into a marriage, which he could but 
only too well know must be illegal, being himself 
a married man. I felt sick and giddy as I thought 
of the misery and trouble that was in the power of 
such a man as he to bring upon a whole family. 



CHAPTER XX 

The days sped on. Lord Castleton made his 
appearance about the end of November, to Olivia's 
delight, and to whom he was most polite and atten- 
tive. My aunt had sent out invitations for a ball 
for the first week in December, accordingly, both 
Sir Richard and Lord Castleton would be present. 

Olivia was radiant with happiness; but as the 
evening for the dance approached, I noticed that 
my cousin, Hedwig, was pale and low-spirited. On 
the morning of the day, she seemed more dejected 
than ever. To me, it was quite unaccountable, for 
if it were a pleasure to her to receive Sir Richard 
Hardinge's attentions, she ought to have been 
happy, for that gentleman certainly bestowed them 
upon her to no limited extent. 
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That evening, as I surveyed myself in a full 
length mirror, in my own apartment, before de- 
scending to the ball-room, I felt very well satisfied 
with my own appearance. I wore a dress of fleecy 
white material, with the flowers that Bertie had 
sent me in my hair and corsage. Yes, I felt con- 
tented with myself, but, oh, for what a short 
moment was it to last, for as I passed Olivia's 
chamber, the door opened, and I beheld the golden- 
haired beauty standing in the threshold, radiantly 
magnificent. She despised all gauzy vapoury- 
looking materials, so this evening was habited in a 
lustrous combination of silk and white lace, the 
former was of a colour difficult to define. It was 
either the palest blue with a shimmering green in 
it as she moved, or else the palest green with a 
tinge of blue, perhaps both. One sees the colour 
sometimes in the sky at early dawn. She wore 
heavy ornaments of silver, on her neck and arms. 
Looking at her as she stood in all her regal beauty, 
I felt to the full my own insignificance, and knew 
that I had exulted too soon. 

Lord Castleton, I thought, could not but be proud 
of his choice. When he entered the drawing-room 
that evening, the dancing had commenced, but 
Olivia, who never cared much for the mazy whirl, 
was standing near the door. I happened to 
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glance across the room, and saw the look of deep 
admiration and passionate love in his eyes, as he 
bent them upon the animated countenance of the 
radiant beauty he adored. I had overcome my 
former dislike to Olivia. Although she was the 
sister of the man, I so cordially hated, she had 
many redeeming qualities, and I knew she could 
never stoop to the depth of deception and wicked- 
ness which seemed to be in the nature of her 
graceless brother. It was only occasionally that 
I felt a repugnance towards her. At times, in Sir 
Richard's absence, a trick of manner would remind 
me so forcibly of him, that I turned from her with 
a loathing difficult to conceal. Hedwig had puzzled 
me a great deal ; even that evening when she was 
dancing, to my surprise I saw her gazing continually 
around in a frightened manner, also with a search- 
ing look in her eyes. I thought, that perhaps, she 
was looking for Sir Richard, and glanced round to 
see if he had arrived. I saw him standing in the 
doorway, and while I was observing him, he glanced 
stealthily at Hedwig with an intelligence in his 
eyes, that puzzled and alarmed me. I instantly 
looked at Hedwig, who was dancing, but quickly 
as her head was turned from me, I did not fail to 
see her face turn pale and contract with pain. 
A new secret ! What could be the meaning of it? 
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I turned away in fear and trembling. The music 
of the band vibrated through my brain till my head 
ached, the brilliant lights and the perfume of the 
flowers almost overpowered me; and it was with 
difficulty I escaped unobserved from the room, and 
found my way to the refreshing quiet and gloom 
of the library. In ten minutes I felt better, and 
was thinking of returning to join the festive throng, 
when I saw the door cautiously open, and a lady in 
evening dress quietly enter the room. She held 
something in her hand, but the darkness was so 
intense when the door was again closed that I could 
not discern what it was. After an instant's delib- 
eration she quietly unrolled it, and out of the middle 
she took a small lantern. I was thoroughly 
astonished at the proceeding, the more so when 
the object she had unrolled proved to be a long, 
dark cloak, in which she silently and quickly 
enveloped herself. She took up the lantern and 
opened it. I gave a faint cry, for the rays illumined 
the pale frightened face of my cousin, Hedwig. 
She started violently, and dropped the lantern to 
the ground. 

'Nelly! 'Du bist aUeinV (Thou art alone) she 
asked in a terrified whisper. 

'Yes, Hedwig. What are you doing?' I de- 
manded, advancing towards her. 
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' Nichts ' (nothing .. *be t*j2*I. ccrtly- 
' Where were you z '^Z 21 *£-** cloak \ Take it 
off, Hedwig, and come tack to tLe drawing-room," 
I said gently. 

To my surprise she instantly complied, and 
followed me in a dazed manner quite unnatural 
to her. When I had taken her hack to the hall- 
room, and seen her commence dancing a quadrille, I 
determined to find Bertie, and at all hazards to tell 
him what I had just witnessed, and ask his 
advice. I felt it to he too great a weight of respon- 
sibility for me to hear alone. I could not but 
think that my cousin s extraordinary behaviour in 
the library that evening was in some way connected 
with Sir Richard, and the look of intelligence that 
passed between them a few moments previously in 
the drawing-room. I looked round for Baron 
Edelstein, and presently saw him carefully guiding 
an elderly lady to a seat beside my aunt. I quickly 
followed them. Twice I was delayed in crossing 
the room by gentlemen ' demanding the pleasure of 
a dance/ I laughingly put them off. They were 
Prussians, so if they thought my refusal rather 
vague and mysterious, I hope they concluded it was 
owing to my supposed indifferent knowledge of the 
language. At last I had reached Bertie's side. I 
touched his arm with my fan. He turned. He 

N 
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must have instantly seen something was wrong 
with me, for his first quick remark, in a low tone, 
was — 

' Anything the matter, little one ? ' 

' Follow me, please/ was all I said. 

He bowed his head in acquiescence, not for a 
moment exhibiting any of the surprise he must 
have felt. He offered me his arm, and we passed 
together down the ball-room, and into the vestibule, 
leaving Hedwig behind us, with her dance not 
more than half-tinished. I scanned everyone 
narrowly before I left the drawing-room, but no- 
where could I see Sir Richard Hardinge. He had 
vanished. 

c Make haste, please/ I murmured to Bertie, as I 
drew him towards the library. He pressed my 
hand, that lay within his arm for reply, as he 
quickened his steps. 

' What is it, child ? ' he asked, as I closed the 
door, after we had entered. 

' Hedwig was here just now/ I answered, in an 
excited whisper, and narrated to him, what had 
occurred in that very place but ten minutes 
previously. Bertie looked grave, as he asked, 

' Have you any suspicion of what she intended 
doing ? ' 
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'I believe <sbe L&i iz* h*7%*.£zxzz*z2i with Sir 
Richard,' I replied iniji-T ^:ctt=_ 

Baron Ed<J=&ein sLan#ei 

' Impossible !" be e^Kanr^i. * Be never gives a 
thought to her/ 

' Ton are mistaken, be pars ber great attention 
at times, bat he is a bad man. and not fit to be 
trusted with Hedwig. Promise nit? to watch her 
carefully this evening, and in the future- You are 
her cousin.' 

'The villain! I will find him at once/ said 
Bertie, making a step towards the door. 

I held him back, exclaiming, 

' No, no, we may both be deceived. Besides, he 
is not thera I particularly remarked that, as we 
left the room. It will be much better to watch 
her, and if the necessity arise to follow her ; you 
would then know, for certain, who it was, when if 
you stopped her, half-way, neither he nor she would 
confess the truth, and we could never discover 
if 

' Wise little Nelly,' remarked Bertie. 

' If she attempt to do the same again, this evening, 
you can more easily follow hex; than I can, for she 
will suspect me now of watching her. I have warned 
her so often against Sir Richard, but she will not 
credit a word I say. We had better return. The 
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music has long stopped, and Hedwig may escape 
us/ 

Almost before I had finished speaking the library- 
door opened softly. I drew Bertie quickly into the 
embrasure of a window and dropped the heavy 
curtains. Soon, through an opening which I made, 
I saw Hedwig for the second time that evening 
unroll her cloak, and take therefrom a lantern. 
This time she sent the rays of light all over the 
apartment to ascertain that she was alone. Ap- 
parently satisfied with her scrutiny, she speedily 
wrapped the mantle around her, the hood of which 
she put over her head. Then taking the lantern in 
hand, gave one frightened look around, and crossed 
the room. She approached the next window to the 
one in which we were ensconced. She evidently 
trembled excessively, for she found great difficulty 
in undoing the fastenings. At last she succeeded, 
for we heard the window open, and then closed 
carefully behind her. Bertie parted our curtains, 
and we both stepped forth from our hiding-place. 

1 1 must follow her, instantly/ he said. 

1 So must 1/ 

' Nelly, you cannot, your dress, the night air ' — 

' I must/ answered I, decisively. ' The ground is 
dry, the air is only a little fresh/ 

' Wait an instant then/ whispered Bertie, making 
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no further objection, as he hurriedly quitted the 
room, to as quickly return with his hat and military 
cloak. The latter he carefully wrapped round me, 
which completely hid my evening dress from view, 

' Make haste, Nelly/ said Bertie, as he opened the 
window. We both stepped out into the cold night 
air. There was no moon, but there was light 
enough to distinguish the dark form of my cousin 
gliding swiftly down a path which led to a side 
gate. We quickly followed. She never looked 
back, but continued her way with ever in- 
creasing speed. Bertie took my hand to turn 
down a path which would lead us to the gate 
at the same time that my unfortunate cousin could 
reach it. As we approached cautiously the narrow 
entrance to the grounds, we espied the form of a 
man, which, on close inspection, proved to be Sir 
Richard Hardinge, as I had anticipated. He 
seemed annoyed at being kept waiting, as he 
stamped his feet and swore at the cold. 

'How you tremble, child/ whispered Bertie, 
pressing my hand, which he still retained. Indeed 
I did, for I could scarcely stand, but would not 
allow him to think so, fearing he should regret 
that I had accompanied him. Bertie pressed my 
hand significantly, as we heard the stamping of 
horses feet in the road outside the gate. 
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' I wonder if the little fool has repented/ mut- 
tered Sir Richard; but, at the same instant he 
heard the quick light steps approaching of the 
girl for whom he waited. 

My husband advanced to meet her, saying, half- 
gruffly, 

'How late you are — I thought you had turned 
faint-hearted/ 

'I could not help it, Richard/ pouted Hedwig. 
' Nelly met me as I was coming out the first time, 
so I had to go back to the drawing-room and dance 
again. How lovely Nelly looked to-night, Richard, 
even now I can hardly believe you prefer me to 
her/ she continued, jealously. ' Did she not look 
beautiful, Richard ? ' 

'Pooh, a little devil in a snow-ball/ was the 
complimentary rejoinder. ' But we are not here to 
talk of Miss Lyle. What is the matter, my 
dear ? ' 

' Oh, I feel so frightened ! ' was the response in a 
trembling voice. 

' You have nothing at which to be frightened/ 
said Sir Richard, roughly. 

' Make haste, or we shall lose the train/ 

'Ah, I am so frightened/ repeated Hedwig, drawing 
back. 

4 Villain ! ' muttered Bertie, with clenched teeth. 
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'Nonsense! you are with me, what is there to 
fear ? Have you the jewel box ? ' 

'Himmel! I have forgotten it/ exclaimed Hedwig, 
in a horrified tone. 

Sir Richard muttered a fearful oath, which was a 
pity for Hedwig she did not understand, for I think 
it would have cured her of her infatuation for such 
a shameless robber. 

1 You must go back for it/ he said. 

' Oh ! I am too frightened. What do the stupid 
jewels signify ? ' 

Sir Richard replied, with hypocritical tenderness, 

1 Yes, my dear little Hedwig, you must go back for 
them. I should not like you to be deprived of 
your jewels when you are Lady Hardinge/ 

1 You can give me others/ objected my cousin. 

' Yes, my dear ; but I should prefer that you had 
your own as well/ 

' Oh, must I go ? ' she sighed. 

1 Yes, dear, run quickly. If you are a long time 
I will not be angry, we can catch the next train. 
Make haste, my beautiful one/ 

Thus urged, my cousin turned unwillingly to 
retrace her steps. She darted quickly into the 
darkness. 

' Nelly/ whispered Bertie, ' go and meet that 
villain in Hedwig's place before she can return. I 
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should like to see his disgusted face when he finds 
out the mistake.' 

' Oh, Bertie, I dare not/ I replied shuddering. 

' Do, darling/ 

'Oh, Bertie, you do not know, I cannot put 
myself in that man's power/ I returned in scarcely 
audible accents. 

1 1 shall be near. You do not think I would let 
the rascal harm you, do you, little one ? ' he 
whispered tenderly. 

* I will do as you wish/ I replied. 

' Brave little girl. Wait here, dear, while I run 
and find a writing-desk in the library. It will do 
famously for the jewel-case/ 

* I will go with you, for I dare not stay alone/ 

* Come then, child/ he answered, taking my hand 
to lead me again through the darkness. 

We easily found a writing-desk and returned on 
our way, before it was possible for Hedwig to do 
so, as she would necessarily be obliged to traverse 
the house, for in all probability the jewel-case would 
be in her own apartment. With trembling steps I 
continued in the path, leading straight towards the 
gate, while Bertie turned off at the one we had 
formerly taken, but which terminated at the same 
point. 

Sir Richard was pacing the gravel path with 
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bent head and folded arms when I advanced 
towards him, he looked up, exclaiming — 

'What, back again so soon, Hedwig! That is 
right. Have you brought it ? ' 

Incapable of uttering a word I placed the box in 
his hands. My husband clutched it with avidity. 

' Ha ! ha ! now we can start/ he cried, placing the 
desk under his arm, and holding out to me his 
disengaged hand. 

' Come, make haste, my treasure, we shall catch 
the train after all/ he said. 

I held back. 

' Come, what is the use of being frightened at the 
last minute/ cried Sir Richard, dragging me roughly 
towards the gate. I passed through, trembling 
excessively. There was a carriage with a couple of 
horses waiting. 

' Now, Hedwig, jump in/ 

I held back, without the least intention of 
obeying the command. 

At that instant, the moon, which had long been 
struggling to fight her way through the clouds, 
now shone out in all her undiminished splendour. 
Sir Richard turned his face toward me ; he started 
back. I covered my face with my hands, but it 
was of no use, he had recognised me at once. 

' Miss Lyle ! ' he exclaimed, ' is it possible ? ' 
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* Quite/ I answered, briefly, raising my head. 

' And you are willing to come with me ? ' ejacu- 
lated my husband, his face lighting up with a wild 
joy. ' Jewels, be hanged ! You are worth a king's 
ransom. How did you procure this case? But 
never mind, you can tell me about it as we go 
along. What a lucky beggar I am — I am glad to 
be free of that little whimpering cry-baby/ 

I shuddered as I remembered that, not long ago, 
he had applied the same epithet to me/ 

'Come, my queen/ he continued, 'or we shall 
not be in Paris for a year/ 

I never moved, so he attempted to place his arm 
round my waist, to draw me to the carriage. 
'Come/ he repeated. 

' Never/ I cried, contemptuously, stepping aside 
to elude his arm. 

What expression he saw in my face at that 
moment, God knows, for he started back, exclaim- 
ing, in astonished accents, 

' Ellen Courtenay ! ' 



CHAPTER XXI 

After hearing those two words, which sounded to 
me as my death knell, I stood, dumb with 
horror, rooted for a moment to the spot; then, 
without waiting to hear further, turned sud- 
denly, and fled into the darkness. I ran quickly 
towards the house, scarcely conscious of what I 
did, till the sound of music from the drawing- 
room, the lighted windows, with the figures of the 
dancers occasionally flitting past reminded me 
forcibly of the misery that I had experienced since I 
had left that gay scene one short half -hour before. 
Shivering from an inward chill, I entered the 
library by the window, and divested myself quickly 
of Bertie's long cloak. I then opened the door, and 
no one being in that part of the hall, found my way 
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by a back-staircase to my own apartment. Once 
there, I threw myself, clothed as I was, upon 
the couch, and gave way to an uncontrollable fit 
of despondency. The blow that I had long antici- 
pated had at last fallen. Miserable wretch that 
I was ; turn as I would, I saw no way of escaping 
the crushing evil that assailed me. Hours after 
I heard the distant rumbling of carriages, as my 
aunt's guests took their departure. Before retiring 
to rest Olivia came to my room to see what had 
become of me. She said that Baron Edelstein had 
been seeking me everywhere. I complained of a 
headache, and seeing that I still wore my evening 
dress, she concluded that I had not long left the ball- 
room. Olivia placed her hand on my brow, and 
bending her golden head towards me, pressed a kiss 
upon my burning cheek. 

' Nelly, forgive me, if I have ever been unkind to 
you/ she said. ' I should like to be at peace with 
everyone. I am so happy to-night. Congratulate 
me, Nelly, George Castleton has proposed to me this 
evening, and I have accepted him. Will you not 
wish me joy ? ' 

'With all my heart/ I replied, rising and im- 
printing a kiss upon her forehead, forgetting for the 
moment, that she was the sister of my worst enemy. 

'Thank you, Nelly/ said the beauty, humbly. 
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' You remind me to-night, strangely of a man whom 
I have every reason to hate the remembrance. But, 
I hope Nelly, in the future, that we may be better 
friends, and that I shall never hate you again. For 
I did once, Nelly ; I thought you came between me 
and another. But that is past now/ she added half- 
sighing, ' and why do you not make him happy ? 
For he loves you, Nelly, and the love of such a man 
is not to be thrown away/ 

' Talk not to me of him/ I cried excitedly, press- 
ing my hands before my eyes, ' but leave me, Olivia. 
I will try to sleep. You are happy. Thank God 
for it, and pray that it may continue, and in your 
prayers, forget not one who is more miserable than 
your wildest imagination could picture/ 

She looked astonished, and would have lingered, 
but I signed to her to depart, so with a parting 
embrace she left me, closing the door softly be- 
hind her. 

My aunt rose the next morning betimes, and 
bustled about in her usually energetic manner. 
She visited me, I still complained of a headache, 
and told her that I should not leave my own apart- 
ment for the day. She immediately desired to 
send for a doctor, but I refused, declaring it was 
only rest and quiet that I needed. It was true 
enough, Heaven knows, I wished to collect my 
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thoughts, and determine on my future course of 
action. 

About half -past eleven, a gentle tap came to my 
door, which was opened softly, and, to my surprise, 
Olivia entered, her beautiful face pale with con- 
tending emotions. In my astonishment, I half- 
rose and leaned upon my elbow. She approached 
my bed, saying, 

' Nelly, I have had, this morning, a conversation 
with my brother/ 

I shuddered as I interrupted her. 

' Do not mention his name to me ; I beg of you/ 

' I must, for I believe I can help you, if what I 
suspect be true. He will not wholly confide in 
me. He does not dare. My brother loves you, is 
it not so, Nelly ? Nay, more, he has asked you to 
marry him.' 

She waited a moment for my answer; but I 
remained silent, so she continued — 

' Sir Richard told me this morning what I 
suspected from the very first evening of your 
arrival here, that he knew you years ago ; that he 
has an interest in your fate. Nelly, listen to me/ 
continued Olivia impressively, ' I saved you in a 
time gone by, I am sure of it, for if my brother 
had met you here, so soon after your departure 
from England, he would have most certainly 
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recognised you. Confide in me, Nelly, and 
perhaps I can save you again. I know my brother's 
wicked heart, and I also am cognizant of his 
secrets.' 

I buried my face in the pillows, overcome with 
emotion. 

'If I could confide in you, if I only could,' I 
sobbed. ' The weight is too heavy for me to bear 
alone. It will kill me.' 

'I have seen for a long time, Nelly, that you 
were unhappy, and that you shuddered at my 
brother's approach. I believe I can help you, but 
it is natural that you should distrust me ; though, 
believe me, Nelly, I am not wholly bad.' 

She placed her arm around me as she said this, 
and endeavoured to raise my aching head from its 
resting place. 

'Nelly, Nelly,' continued Olivia, despairingly. 
'Speak to me, do. I must save you. For my 
brothers sake, for my own sake, I would not have 
him commit a crime. Do you not understand ? ' 

I shuddered, but made no reply, so she continued. 

'I will relate a portion of my own painful 
history to you ; I hope that it may induce you to 
open your heart to me, and confide to me what it is 
that has paled your cheek and darkened your eyes 
with trouble since yesterday.' 
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' If it is painful do not tell it me, I have enough 
misery to bear, Heaven knows/ I remarked in a 
low tone. My golden-haired companion took my 
hand in hers, saying gently, 

* I prefer to relate it. It may for a short time 
prevent you from thinking too despairingly of your 
own trouble. There are others, Nelly, that have 
been and are as unhappy as yourself. Thank God 
that time for me is now past. Years ago I loved 
Bertie Edelstein. You start, but surely you must 
have guessed it. I loved him with my whole 
heart. A war was declared against the French. 
Poor Bertie was obliged to leave. He loved me in 
those days, I think. I adored him, but when he 
returned from the field of battle, covered with 
honours, he refused to believe me/ 

' He could not be so base/ I interrupted, starting 
from my couch. Olivia drew me back, saying, 
gently— 

' I deserved it, Nelly, for what had I done in the 
meantime ? I will tell you. I was wicked, false, 
but I did it for Bertie's sake, I swear it. There had 
been an Englishman in Wilhelmsdorf previous to 
Bertie's departure. He had always professed a 
great affection for me ; but I, loving another as I 
did, never bestowed a thought upon him. He was 
middle-aged and a widower. He had one child, 
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whom I never saw, but he told me that he wor- 
shipped her, though I doubt if it were in his cold, 
calculating nature to love anyone. The feeling he 
had for me, I am convinced now, was not affection, 
but simply a desire to possess what he, at one time, 
thought unattainable. He was rich. Bertie was 
poor. At that time he had little else but his pay. 
The widower was ill — dangerously ill. The doctors 
said he would die before a month if he did not 
travel further south, and, even if he did, he would 
never outlive another winter. He scoffed at them* 
but, nevertheless, took their advice, and went as far 
as Italy. To a warmer climate still he would not 

Olivia stopped a moment, reflecting, then con- 
tinued, with clenched teeth, 

' God forgive me, but I heard the doctor's opinion 
and believed it. My brother was by my side and 
whispered in my ear the most horrible temptations. 
I listened, and was lost. I had always treated the 
invalid's attention with scorn, wondering how he, a 
miserable man on the verge of the grave, could for 
one moment imagine that I should dream of ex- 
changing a handsome, gallant gentleman, in the full 
flush and vigour of health for a man of his age and 
infirmities. Hearing what my feeling was towards 
him, how will you believe what I have to relate ? 
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Nelly, the man proposed to me again before he left 
Wilhelmsdorf , and I accepted him/ 

I stared at her in astonishment. 

' Yes/ she continued, ' scorn me, loathe me as you 
will, I accepted him. But mark you, Nelly, your 
aunt and cousin do not know of it to this day, for 
I had not the courage to avow to them that at last 
I was willing to marry a man whose attentions I 
had hitherto always ridiculed. Bitterly have I 
repented of that mad, foolish step. I was urged on 
by my brother. I have him to thank for it. He 
always whispered in my ear that the invalid could 
not live more than a couple of months at the utmost ; 
and if I secured his affections, he would leave me 
the whole of his immense fortune, when I should be 
rich, and, at his death, free to marry whom I pleased. 
I fell into the scheme, thinking that when Bertie 
returned from the war, I should be a wealthy woman, 
able to surround him with every luxury, instead of 
being a life-long encumbrance to him. How little 
he cared for those things I might have known.' 

Olivia reflected again for a short space, and then 
went on to tell me that when she went to Italy 
with the man she had accepted, having first gone 
through the marriage ceremony in a room at his 
hotel, my aunt and cousin knew nothing of it, 
but imagined that she took a few weeks' trip with 
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her brother, who conveniently made his disappear- 
ance at the same time. She said that the first 
moment she had promised to marry the widower 
she observed a sardonic smile cross his features. 
At the time she took not much notice of it, but 
a few weeks later she knew that he had formed a 
vile plan to repay her severely for her former 
ridicule and scorn of his attentions. 

Tou can never imagine what a miserable time it 
was that I spent in Italy/ continued Olivia, speak- 
ing excitedly. 'Lord Castleton was in Venice 
then. He saw my trouble, and deeply sympathised 
with me. The fearful temper and agonising suffer- 
ing of the man with whom I had fled made life 
insupportable. He became immoderately jealous of 
Lord Castleton, who continually visited us, but 
I need scarcely say that I never gave a thought 
towards him, for my mind, at that time, was always 
fixed upon another, who was fighting bravely at 
the front, totally unconscious, as I thought, of my 
infidelity towards him.' 

My companion pressed her hands tightly over 
her eyes for a moment, then continued. 

' I said, Nelly, that J thought he was in ignor- 
ance, but unhappily for me, a friend of Bertie's 
recognised me in Venice. He made inquiries 
and ascertaining the truth, hurried to warn 
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him against the woman in whom he had placed 
his faith. 

' A battle had just been fought, I believe, as 
Bertie was sought out by his friend on the field ; 
but in some way a chance shot from the enemy 
severely wounded him, but he lived long enough to 
swear to Bertie of the truth of his report/ 

Again Olivia stopped, scarcely able to proceed. 
I took her hand in mine, for I could not refrain 
from pitying and sympathising with her. 

' Is your husband dead ? ' I questioned, softly. 

She shuddered as she replied, 

' Nelly, Nelly, you have not yet heard the depth 
of that man's villainy. Day by day he grew grad- 
ually stronger and stronger, and I knew that he 
would live. The doctors had erred, and I was 
undone. But the end, Nelly, you have not heard 
the end/ continued Olivia, speaking in a rapid, 
excited voice. ' One afternoon, in a violent fit of 
jealousy, the man whom I believed to be my 
husband, declared, in Lord Castleton's presence, 
that I was no wife, for his friend, who had per- 
formed the marriage ceremony, was no clergyman.' 

I started from my couch with horror. 

' Nelly, do not look like that,' exclaimed Olivia. 
' The revulsion of feeling in me at the news was 
one rather of joy than any other. Can you not 
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understand, child, how glad I should feel to be 
free, at any cost, from a man I so thoroughly 
hated, [and who each day was gradually gaining 
in strength/ 

' Olivia, you amaze, you horrify me!' I exclaimed. 

' Ah, no, Nelly ! I rejoiced that the revenge of 
Reginald Courtenay was not so sweet to him as ' — 

' Reginald Courtenay ! ' I interrupted, hastily. 

' Yes, of Avoriton/ returned Olivia, astonished at 
my excited face. 

' He died three years ago. Just before I arrived 
in Wilhelmsdorf ? I inquired breathlessly. 

' The same/ 

1 Olivia/ exclaimed I, burying my face upon her 
shoulder. 'I am Ellen Courtenay, his daughter. 
Forgive him. He was my father/ 

After a few moments when Olivia had recovered 
from her astonishment we compared notes particu- 
larly till we were both thoroughly convinced the 
surprising fact was true. She further told me that 
when she learned the deception that had been 
practised upon her, she immediately fled from him 
and returned to Wilhelmsdorf, my aunt being to 
this day wholly ignorant of the great secret of her 
life. 

After relating to me her history, I felt drawn to- 
wards her, and confided with fear and trembling 
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the secret of my miserable marriage to her sym- 
pathising ears. 

'Cheer up, Nelly!' cried Olivia, as I finished, 
rising to leave me. ' It is as I had guessed. I told 
you I could save you, and so I will. Sir Richard 
will no longer venture to trouble you after he has 
heard what I have to say, I promise you. Cheer 
up, Nelly. It has commenced to freeze hard, so 
to-morrow we will all go down to the Loh-pool 
and have a good skate. We will throw dull 
care to the winds. Good-bye, Nelly, keep up 
your spirits/ 

So saying, with a last embrace, and kindly smile, 
she vanished. 

How happy I felt. I fully believed in her state- 
ment, that she could save me. 



CHAPTER XXn 

The next afternoon, we walked down towards the 
ice. The inward content I felt, combined with the 
fresh, bracing air, exhilarated my spirits, to such a 
degree, that as I approached within view of the 
skaters, and heard the gay notes of the band, I 
could have danced for very lightness of heart* 
Bertie was grave, and pre-occupied. Hedwig, dis- 
consolate and distraite. Lord Castleton and Olivia 
seemed happy and content. 

' I hope you have quite recovered, darling, from 
the fright that villain gave you/ whispered Bertie, 
as he adjusted my skates. ' What a brute I was, to 
subject you to his cowardly behaviour. I could 
not catch what he said, but when you turned and 
fled like a frightened fawn, he looked petrified. 
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He allowed me no chance of giving him a sound 
thrashing, for, on seeing me, he bounded into the 
vehicle, and drove off/ 

Later in the afternoon, when we were skating 
round together, hand in hand, Bertie remarked, 

' Look at Hedwig, Nelly, she has a searching ex- 
pression on her face, as though she were expecting 
someone. We must watch her closely, child. I 
met her that evening as she returned laden with 
the jewel box. She gave one terrified look at me, 
and, with a faint scream, turned and fled towards 
the house, exactly as you had done, little one, 
a few moments previously/ 

' She is unaware that we had seen Sir Richard ? ' 
I queried. 

'Totally; at least I conclude so. I have not 
spoken to her upon the subject yet. It is a difficult 
one to begin/ 

As Baron Edelstein finished speaking, my 
eye caught the form of Sir Richard Hardinge 
skating quickly towards us. Without knowing 
what I did, I broke from Bertie, and turned sud- 
denly in the opposite direction. I looked round, 
and beheld Sir Richard pursuing and quickly gain- 
ing upon me. Olivia, seeing my behaviour, followed 
also, with Bertie and Lord Castleton. I looked 
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round again, and saw that Hedwig had joined 
in the wild pursuit 

' Nelly, Nelly, come back rash child, the ice will 
not bear you/ I heard the entreating voice of 
Bertie calling. 

I turned and stopped. 

Immediately Sir Richard dashed amongst the 
little knot of people, exclaiming, 

'Lady Hardinge, return with me — it is your 
husband demands it.' 

'Are you mad, or worse, Sir Richard?' demanded 
Bertie Edelstein, haughtily. 

' Neither, Herr Baron; but of this assure yourself, 
that lady is my wife.' 

' Liar ! ' exclaimed Bertie, raising his arm, with 
what intent Heaven knows, but Lord Castleton 
laid his hand on the officer's shoulder, saying, 

'Sir Richard must explain his improbable speech.' 

' It requires no further explanation. That lady 
is my wife,' thundered my husband, indicating me 
with a slight motion of his hand. 

' Go away, Dick, and leave Miss Lyle in peace,' 
broke in the cool, quiet voice of his sister. 

' Never, she is mine, and I will have her. No one 
dare prevent it' 

' I dare,' said Olivia, in clear, ringing tones, ' for 
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you were married ten years ago. I was at the 
ceremony, and your wife is still living/ 

' Olivia, I did not expect this from you ! ' he 
exclaimed, then added, wildly, 'It's false, false, 
as your own life has been. She is my wife, and 
I will not be disappointed/ saying which he 
stamped heavily on the ice, and stretched 
his hand towards me. The thin, glassy surface, 
which had been swaying under our feet, 
now cracked and gave way. Bertie seized and 
dragged me from the spot; the others quickly 
followed our example. I was almost in a fainting 
condition from excitement, and, when I turned to 
behold Sir Richard in the water, struggling for life, 
seizing piece after piece of ice, which only gave 
way under his weight, I completely lost my senses. 
I had a vague remembrance of jolting through the 
streets, feeling very comfortable and warm, but 
knew nothing for certain till hours afterwards. I 
opened my eyes to find myself wrapped in rugs 
reposing quietly on a sofa, before a ruddy fire 
in the open stove of my aunt's morning room, with 
one faithful watcher. 

I looked up, and beheld the handsome face of 
Bertie Edelstein, with its loving affectionate smile ; 
but, withal, it wore a sad expression, so sad, that 
I asked immediately what the matter was. 
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He bent down and kissed my brow, saying 
earnestly — 

'Thank God, little one, you are safe. Rest 
awhile, child ; do not fatigue yourself/ 

I obeyed him quietly for ten minutes, then I 
said in a low tone, ' I cannot rest, Bertie, till I know 
what has become of Sir Richard Hardinge/ 

' He will never trouble you again, little one. He 
has departed this life/ replied Baron Edelstein, 
gravely. Lord Castleton and I did what we could 
to save him. The men also came with their drags 
but all was in vain. When his body was recovered 
life was extinct, The saddest part, child, you have 
yet to learn ; ' — he hesitated for a moment. 

' Tell me, I can bear it/ I murmured. 

' Your cousin, Hedwig ' — 

' What of her ? ' 

When Sir Richard failed to recover his footing 
on the ice, he clutched at the nearest person to him. 
It happened to be your cousin. She lost her 
balance, and was drowned under the treacherous 
ice/ 

'Oh, Bertie, and all my fault!' I exclaimed 
horror stricken. 'Poor Hedwig, what will her 
mother say ? ' 

' She knows it, and mourns deeply for her child. 
Nelly, no one but you and I know of the episode 
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enacted in the grounds three nights ago. Let it 
sink into oblivion. Her mother need never hear of 
it/ 

I bowed my head in assent, murmuring, 

' Poor Hedwig ! ' 

After five minutes' silence, I remarked, in a voice 
scarcely above a whisper, 

' It was true, Bertie, what Sir Richard said about 
me on the ice/ 

' Hush, darling, I know. Olivia told me all/ 

Ah, how kindly and judiciously she must have 
made him acquainted with my history, I thought, 
that he should feel still so kindly towards me. 
Olivia told me afterwards that she thought it better 
to acquaint Baron Edelstein with the truth, or he 
would only have thought me more to blame than I 
really was. 

She also said that she supposed the reason my 
father must have so forcibly insisted upon my 
marriage with her brother, was that, in his last 
moments, he had some vague idea that he could 
render justice to the family of the girl he had 
deceived, and whom he always believed had 
destroyed herself, by uniting his only daughter 
to her brother, and thus his fortune would be 
enjoyed by them both together. Sir Richard, 
in his straightened circumstances, would not refuse 
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such a chance of good luck, and although he had 
been previously married to a girl, and deserted 
her after running through her fortune, was ready 
to try the same experiment again, although 
knowing full well the marriage must be illegal. 

A few months after the sad occurrence on the 
ice, when the spring sun had begun to shine, and 
our spirits had begun to revive, Bertie said one day, 
as he placed his arm round me, 

' There is nothing to stand between us now, little 
one, will you promise to be mine on the day that 
sees Lord Castleton and Olivia united ? ' 

I looked up at him for a moment, then burying 
my face upon his shoulder, murmured, 

' Oh, Bertie, I am so happy.' 

I felt his long moustache press my cheek, as the 
door opened, and dear old Mr Berrington, who had 
been staying in the house for a week or two, 
entered. 

'Can you consent to give your charge to me, 
Mr Berrington ? Will you entrust me with such a 
treasure ? ' said Bertie, advancing to meet my kind 
old friend. 

'There is no one to whom I would give her 
so readily. My little Nelly will be safe in your 
hands, Baron Edelstein, of that I am assured/ 
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responded Mr Berrington, warmly. Then added 
with a roguish twinkle in his eye, 

* Bless you, Nelly child ; this time you will not 
feci marriage a burden, I can see. Your experience 
has been strange and varied, considering that you 
are still Only a Girl/ 



the END 



